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To Dick, Dorothy, Bill, Lynette, and Jerry 




Here is no account of struggle and hardship; rather, it is the story of 
a release from the tenseness of present-day life. Its aim is a simple one— 
to give a picture of what anyone might find, through the winter, in the 
border country of Minnesota and Canada. Through this wilderness of 
lakes and forests my husband and I, when we were first married, took 
the canoe trip we pictured in Canoe Country-, here is the same land in 
another guise. 

The Rainy Lake watershed is a wide network of over fifteen thou- 
sand lakes, including the Superior National Forest of more than three 
million acres and the Quctico Provincial Park in Canada, which is larger 
still. We first went, for the early autumn, to Basswood Lake in the cen- 
ter of this region; for the winter experiences we were near its eastern 
boundary, on G unflint Lake, and at the last we had a few delightful 
days on Rainy Lake in the western area. Because of lack of space and in 
the interest of unity I have transferred a few incidents— the Saganaga 
day of driving was really on Rainy Lake, as was the grave of the little 
Indian boy who fell from a cliff, and the bear was met in North Bay on 
Basswood. 

For advice on the region, for generous hospitality, and for valuable 
suggestions on this book we owe a debt of gratitude to many Minnesota 
people. Our thanks are especially due to Ernest C. Oberholtzer, Frank 
B. Hubachek, Thomas S. Roberts, Frederick Highland, Joseph Kerntz, 
Justine and William Kerfoot, Bruce Kerfoot, Dudy Thomas, Gustav 
Swanson, Grace Lee Nute, Sigurd and Elizabeth Olson, John and Elvin 


Hendrickson, Robert Warts, Marie Aftreith, Harriet Rust, Clare Hen- 
dee, Henry Jacobs, Shaler Aldous, Don and Leyna Wilson, and Ahbutch, 
or Lillian Plummer. 

And finally we wish to express our deep gratitude and appreciation 
to the University of Minnesota for the fellowship, given through their 
Regional Writing Program, which made this experience possible, and 
especially to Margaret S. Harding of the University of Minnesota Press, 
who conceived the idea of these companion books. 

F. P. J. 

July ip44 
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Snowshoe Country 




Basswood Lake, October 12th 

We awoke to our first snoustorni. The cadence of the white flakes 
falling through these immense pines was like that of attacking battalions, 
with our small lodge a blockhouse held against them. We had pancakes 
for breakfast to fortify ourselves. 

Then we dashed out hilariously into the storm. All the forest was 
w'hite with dim green undertones; the horizontal branches of our great 
pines held ledges of snow precariously against the misted sky. In the 
marsh the tamaracks had not yet lost their needles and their lemon 
yellow— a strange, clear color— was only faintly veiled, so that they 
looked as if moonlight were entangled in their branches. 

Through the muskeg and the spruce thickets the deer tracks were 
patterned, the scarlet leaf-stars of the bunchberry shone above the snow, 
and chickadees, upside down rather more than usual, were calling in 
great glee. We could sec snowflakes float down from incredible heights 
against the blurred pine tops. The storm, so gay and spirited, made me 
want to laugh aloud; this first meeting with winter is a very happy one. 

We could not bear to lose one moment of it. I wanted to try the 
snowshoes hanging on the walls, but Lee laughed at the idea of putting 
them on for a few inches of snow. Instead we went out on the water, 
the first time I ever drifted through a snowstorm in a canoe. The ducks 
swimming among the bulrushes and yellow lily pads flew off across the 
lake, and a deer at the edge of the grass made long leaps into the white 
forest. The storm hid the distant shores— only the nearest islands floated, 
suspended in snowflakes. 
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Around the point the north wind hit us and we paddled along in two 
storms, one of white flakes and one of gold aspen leaves. Then we heard 
geese crying from a great distance. They came, flock after flock, flying 
in long V’s over the snowy spruces, dimly seen. But their calls were as 
clear as bugle notes. No music gives the challenging triumph of those 
cries. 

Tonight a dazzling moonrise lured us out again. All the lake and hills 
w ere snowlit and the silver scrolls of clouds that tumbled along the 
horizon were repeated exactly in the bright water. The whole world 
was white except for the orange moonpath. There was even light in the 
shadov\'s. Under the pines our little house, with its yellow windows and 
the smoke drifting in a soft banner, looked snug and secure. 


October 14th 

The snow has vanished and the birch and aspen stand bare on the 
sliores, which before the storm were solid masses of yellow and orange, 
like marigolds in the sun. The wanigan on which the lumber crew have 
been living, and a smaller houseboat, pulled by the launch, came back 
to camp this afternoon. A horse walked sedately out of the wanigan 
(though I don’t believe the statement that he slept in an upper bunk 
coming over). Now we eat in the cookhouse with the lumberjacks. 
They have a wonderful cook (“we eat yust like millionaires, only more,’’ 
as Eli says), but no one talks at meals. “Eat and run” is the literal fact. 

I laugh when I remember the doubt I felt about this place when we 
w'ere approaching it! Not about the lodge that Fred Highland had so 
generously lent us, for everyone told us it was a charming place. But as 
all the lumber camps I’d seen had been unsightly, littered spots, I was 
unprepared for the perfection of neatness at “Hi’s Place.” These small 
and sturdy buildings of yellow logs standing beneath pine shadows, with 
clean brown needles and bright partridge berries covering the ground 
between them— how far from my idea of a lumber camp! Most thrilling 
of all were the tiny pines planted everywhere through the forest. 

Our host had written us; “We plant young pines wherever we can, 
for future forests, and just now we’re salvaging cut timber which would 
otherwise lie wasted. We’re also interested in salvaging Finns— those who 
can’t get jobs because of age or drink or misfortune.” We were tremen- 
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I. RANGER STATION. 2. RANGER’s CABIN NO. l6. 3. HOIST BAY. 4. BACK BAY. 
5. WIND BAY. 6. FROG BAY. 7. NORTH BAY. 8. MERRIAM BAY. 9. NORWAY POINT. 
10. U. S. POINT. II. CANADIAN POINT. 12. UPPER BASSWOOD FALLS. 1 3. LOWER 
BASSWOOD FALLS. 1 4. CROOKED LAKE. 1 5. MOOSE BAY. 1 6. ROBINSON 
LAKE. 17. FOUR MILE PORTAGE. 

dously interested in this conservation experiment. But I had felt a little 
shy at joining such an array of Finnish loggers! 

However, when we arrived, the crew was at work on the Canadian 
shores; only n\o were here. And \vc Iiave enjoyed Eli and Otto im- 
mensely. Eli is a gnomclike figure in a green plaid shirt, stagged orange 
trousers, stubby boots, and unruly hair— rather like a hilarious Thurber 
drawing. The fact that he has only every other tooth rather adds to the 
gaiety of his grin. He acted as a guide last summer, and one day he took 
two dowagers fishing. One of them said nervously, “Isn’t this boat 
awfully tippy?” “Boat never be tippy,” said Eli reassuringly, “you too 
goddam fat.” 
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Eli is usually good-natured, but he lost his temper one day. “Damn 
sonofabitch,” he stormed. “Joe, how you say sonofabitch in English?” 

Otto is more like a chxmky wood carving, solid and square. At first 
1 thought he looked melancholy, but that was only because he was 
reluctant to speak English. Now he is very gay and he looks after us 
beautifully, bringing us home-baked bread and rolls and doughnuts, 
showing us the terrifying bear trap he has concocted, and explaining the 
sauna, the Finnish bathhouse. (Unluckily, I didn’t understand his ex- 
planations completely and almost blew myself sky-high in a steam ex- 
plosion by pouring dippers of water, instead of a scant half dipper, on 
the hot stones.) 

When Joe Kerntz, who is Hi’s partner, took us over to see where the 
men were working in Canada, we met another interesting Finnish logger, 
an older man, Matti Seikkla. It was he who built our beautifully propor- 
tioned lodge from Hi’s verbal instructions and a sketch made in the 



snow with a twig. Legends of his prodigious strength have been told up 
and down this timber country for years; in his young days in the mines 
he carried with ease a pneumatic hammer weighing more than seven 
hundred pounds. Among all the older Finnish men his pronouncements 
are law today. 

On this point the men are salvaging the huge trees that were torn up 
by the roots and knocked over by bulldozers in the lumbering done by a 
Canadian company last year. It looks as if war had devastated this place, 
as indeed it has, for it is the great need for lumber that causes this desola- 
tion. But we were amazed at the great amounts of timber saved by this 
crew. The logs were floated in rafts along the shore, held by boom logs 
chained end to end. 

In the early days loggers could come to this region only by water, 
and trees were cut only along lakes and rivers. Then the railroads reached 
larger areas, and now the most remote places are accessible by air. One 
hundred and fifty lumberjacks were brought in here by airplane last 
spring. 

But Joe says that next spring he will have hundreds of little pines 
flown in and planted here, so I must credit the airplane vnth aid in saving 
forests as well as destroying them. And of course the air patrol, the “eyes 
of the rangers,” has saved millions of acres from fires. 

The men here were living in the wanigan, which is a big houseboat 
with a double tier of bunks. In its kitchen we had coffee and doughnuts. 
Then Joe took us in the launch to the post of two Canadian rangers, the 
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Hendricksons, M’here we had coffee again, and bread and cheese, in a 
cheerful kitchen. We had music too, for both the brothers (Swedish, 
though the younger has the dash and mischief of a French Canadian) 
play violins. It was very pleasant to sit and drink coffee and listen to their 
melodies while the rain patted gently on the roof. 

This afternoon was almost like summer again, and we went in the 
canoe to Back Bay, which is wide and shallow, with many islands. High 
water ruined the wild rice this year; there was only a scattering of pale 
stems. But slim bulrushes made delightful arches, and lily pads of all 
shapes and sizes lay about us. Large yellow ones, heart-shaped leaves of 
green with rosy undcrfacings, small oval ones in crimson and orange, 
and delicately pointed ones of olive green. I can’t decide whether I like 
them better wiien the blue sky reflects between their patterns so that 
they are inlaid on turquoise, or when the w'ater, dark and clear, reveals 
their bronze stems curving down to the rippled, sun-shot sand. 

Mergansers ran before us on the Avater, and warblers ran around on 
the lily pads as if they thought they wxre waterfowl. Paddling around a 
rocky ledge with twisted pines, suddenly wx w'ere startled by a terrify- 
ing commotion. Just above us an eagle leaped from a low branch and 
flapped away. We had caught him napping, and he thought we were 
nightmares in person. It is really very gratifying to frighten an eagle. 

October i$th 

Hi and his duck shooters arrive tomorrow. They are to live on the 
w'anigan w^hile the crew^ move into the bunkhouse. Hi will not hear of 
our giving up this lodge. 

Our surroundings have the noblest beauty. Hi bought the land to 
make sure that this glorious forest, with many pines more than two 
hundred years old, w'ould never be cut. Beneath their massive blue-green 
boughs the lodge stands, low' and spacious, built wdth meticulous skill of 
aspen logs scraped and w'axed till the interior is like muted sunlight. From 
the w'ide windows we looked out, the first evening, through pine 
branches to green-gold, rippled water, and I shall always think of green 
ripples and gold sun when I remember this forest lodge. 

The living room has a massive granite fireplace, and over it a great 
pane of glass is laid into the sloping roof, so that we look up from the 
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fire to see pine tops and clouds and sky above iis. When the moon shines 
through the low windows we have firelight, starlight, moonlight, all at 
once! 

We have used the lodge as headquarters for our canoeing trips. How 
glorious it has been to be back in this border wilderness! For canoeing 
there is no place like it in the world, and there is no country we have 
loved more deeply. 

This fall we have had, not one, but three canoe trips! Our first, in the 
extreme end of North Bay, was a stormy one; we even had a hailstorm 
battering at our tent. But it was exciting to camp in such weather, and 
as we were in a medley of channels and islands we were not completely 
windbound. The wild squalls only enhanced the escarpments of rosy 
granite, hung with cedar and pine and softened by puffs of gray moss, 
and the fleets of islands in the waterways. Beavers, working with acute 
industry to get large piles of willow and aspen stored beneath the water 
before winter overtook them, were our constant companions. Warblers 
flitting through the small waterfalls along the dams, in among the spray 
and wet green leaves, gave diminutive ballets for us. An insufferable chip- 
munk took over my camp kitchen and was in and out of the packsacks 
until I forgot that one should never fight with anyone smaller than one- 
self, and at night the woodmice, in a spirit of adventure, scaled our tent 
as if it were a Matterhorn. The whole first night here I stayed wide 
awake, as one always does the first night of camping— excess of happi- 
ness, probably. 

Our next trip was like a midsummer one, so balmy that only the 
countless yellow aspens glittering against blue air and reflecting in the 
water like nets of gold sequins could make us believe it was October. 
In Merriam Bay we camped in great stands of Norway pine, for “we’ll 
never have another chance to camp in such deep forest,” Lee said. Our 
tent looked very tiny under these columned pines, among huge, lichened 
boulders and billows of emerald moss. Here was the strange half-light- 
a luminous, liquid, golden aura — which we had found before in forests 
of Norway pine. 

And our last trip was the greatest delight of all, for we went with 
Elvin Hendrickson, the ranger, over pan of the route we had taken long 
ago on our first canoeing. We saw again the Basswood Falls and the Pic- 
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ture Rocks; our three circle lakes looked even lovelier as scores of black 
ducks flew up against deep-orange grass and coppery branches. 

We drifted along our dream river with the still reeds and white boul- 
ders until a log dam made xis portage. Here we stopped so that Lee could 
make a drawing of the dam, which had a sluiceway through which the 
logs had floated. The pressure of the water had buckled it and it had 
been propped with logs and rocks, and still we wondered how it held. 

On Robinson Lake we found a desened lumber camp built of upright 
logs. Forlorn and picturesque, it stood between cliffs in a little valley. 
In the big cookhouse we cooked on an old stove that barely held to- 
gether, and we slept on the floor. 

We lay in the dark with mice ranging far and near, and Elvin told 
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stories of snarling wolves and bear, of moose charging camps, and of 
ferocious wolverines. The next morning I said, “Elvin, where are all 
those fierce animals you told us about? I haven’t seen anything larger 
than a mouse!” 

“Well, I tell you. This is too wild country for them. The game is 
scared of this wild place.” 

1 v ill remember every moment of these camping trips. 

But in our lodge we find an equal contentment. Every evening we 
go out on the water at sunset or into the twilight forest. Last night v'e 
paddled to a lake rimmed by a vast circle of bright gold hills— like a blue 
bubble banded by sparkling crystals, with foamy clouds afloat in it and 
our canoe only a tiny speck in its center. Then a loon cried. As Thoreau 
says: “He muttered a long-drawn unearthly howl, probably more like 
that of a wolf than any bird; as when a beast puts his muzzle to the 
ground and deliberately howls!” Any melody here, the whitethroat’s 
song, for instance, would have had an oversweetness, but this sound 
added a savage touch that gave the evening a sharp edge of splendor. 

Tonight, as we walked back through the lofty pines, there were deer 
all about, though they were so wild that we saw only white flashes as 
they vanished. 

Then we became involved in a muskeg swamp. I am fond of w^alking 
on muskeg, but not in the twilight. We had to leap from hummock to 





hummock, and I was afraid of leaping lightly at a bear. There were 
black stumps about, any one of which might have had fur. Lee gets me 
into the beariest places, I thought rebelliously; if I do hit a bear, it will 
serve him right— ^e’// be sorry! 

As we made firm ground we saw, under the pines ahead of us, a 
beautiful deer, a buck, with four-point horns! We moved forward, closer 
and closer— we came within ten yards. The buck must have thought we 
were twilight shadows. For a long time we played a game of tag in slow 
motion around the dusky hill. He wasn’t at all afraid, and once we got 
within five paces of him. Lee thought it would be quite a triumph to drive 
him back to our lodge, but at last he slipped away and we let him go. 

This was a strange incident, for all the deer we’ve seen have been 
extremely wary. But Joe says that occasionally a deer seems to lose all 
sense of caution and will follow a man almost into camp. 


October ijth 

Hi and his guests arrived last night to take possession of the house- 
boat. They were in wild spirits at the prospect of a week’s hunting, and 
we did not have to worry about the lack of conversation at supper. Joe 
blazes like a bonfire when he talks of duck shooting. I have seen ardent 
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duck hunters, but never one like Joe. Eli beams at the shouting and 
laughter. He is rather touching tonight, very clean and neat, like a 
youngster at the beginning of a party. 

Most of the days of this duck season have been so warm and sunny 
it has not been good shooting weather, and the main fliglit of ducks has 
not yet come dow n. But the greatest joy in any hunting is the sense of 
high expectancy, the same keen excitement we felt as children on the 
eve of a holiday— no knowing what may happen! We can have that even 
in dreamy weather. 

And I am lucky in that I have as exciting a time, or more so, on the 
unsuccessful days as on the successful ones. When black ducks fly up 
from the reeds toward the tamaracks, or bluebills come over a tawny 
marsh, it is their wild and joyful flight that makes my heart leap. Nothing 
has a sharper glory than wildfowl. They make one feel that life could 
be infinitely more vivid. They are symbols of that intensity we experi- 
ence at the high moments of our existence. 


October i^th 

This week is a holiday one. Everyone does whatever he likes all 
day, and w e all meet at supper to tell of our adventures. 

Hi is like a Fourth of July sparkler; he glitters with energy. This 
vigor, how'ever, makes us all enjoy ourselves more and not less, for he 
does not, like some indefatigable hosts I have known, expect his guests 
to keep up with his quicksilver roaming. He is up with Joe all night, 
bringing rafts of logs across the lake while the wind is down, dashing 
about all day, making plans for winter, seeing the men, and getting in 
a few hours of hunting and fishing besides. 

Today was quite eventful. The duck hunters at Wind Bay met a 
man who fled into the slashings; he might have been an escaped German 
prisoner from Canada. Then a visitor failed to anchor his seaplane prop- 
erly, and it blew into our cedar tree and broke the swimming dock. 
Later we met one of our partridge hunters in the woods, and as he told 
us of walking miles without seeing a partridge one walked calmly out in 
front of us. Infuriated, he picked up a rock, heaved it at the bird, and to 
his surprise knocked it dead. “Gosh! ” he said. “Hi asked me not to shoot 
any within rifle range of the lodge. But then, I didn’t shoot it!” 
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Tonight there were twenty of us for supper, crew, guests, and Big 
Buck Sletten, famous as a woodsman and guide and still more famous 
for practical jokes. He says that when he helped one year at the Trading 
Post a little boy noticed the hide of a spotted calf and asked what it was. 
“That’s the skin of a fish,” Buck told him. “Fish don’t have fur,” the 
boy objected. “You ain’t never seen them in the winters up here, hev 
you?” Buck asked. He is a veritable mine of misinformation. 


October 20th 

Our last day, and the great flocks of ducks have not come down. 
Today, though it was stormy, our whole party went in the launch for 
partridge shooting on the Basswood Falls portage. There we had sand- 
wiches and Joe made a blazing fire for our camp coffee. Hi quoted 
Stewart Edward White, “We lit a campfire and immediately it was 
home.” That is what I have felt with all our autumn campfires. 

High on the hills Lee and I found partridges. Scrambling up broken 
squares of granite, with the smell of autumn in the wind, we swung 
through billows of noisy leaves until one or more of the brown birds 
w hirred up through the trees or down over a cliff. 

When they are on the ground these ruffed grouse seem as placid as 
fow ls, but they rise in the air with a startling rush, dodging through 
branches on short, powerful wings, their flight swift and reckless. I like 
partridge shooting better than duck shooting. I have compunctions, but 
not the vivid pang I feel when a duck drops. The partridge docs not 
have the adventurous ardor, the unparalleled joy, which make wildfowl 
one of the wonders of the world. 

We went home through such rough water that everyone was 
drenched in buckets of spray. Tonight was our gala dinner, for this was 
the first day for whitefish and Big Buck had been smoking them in the 
smokehouse. Freshly smoked whitefish is the best fish in the world, and 
the party certainly did justice to it. 

The fish made everyone thirsty, and Elvin, one of the Canadian 
rangers, took one long epol drink and slapped himself on the chest. 
“That’s made a new man of me,” he stated. And then added hastily, 
“And that man needs a drink too! ” 
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October 21st 

The last morning here. I took myself along the white pine trail, gray 
and misty and glamorous. For the last time I picked a spray of sweet 
gale, to smell its tantalizing scent, half bayberry, half lemon thyme, and 
pulled a little goldthread plant to see if it really did have goldthread roots. 
Once more I looked up into the great pines, following with my eyes the 
almost imperceptible curve of the strong boughs, the lovely outward 
sweep of feathery needles. 

I treasure everything about this fall, but most of all the intimacy 
with these ancient trees. They are great friends in every sense of the 
word; they give as strong and true a comradeship as human companions 
ever can. Here they will stand. Whatever happens in the world, we will 
know they are here. To be remembered if we never come again, to wel- 
come us if we return. Their stillness is not resigned or patient, it is full of 
vitality; they give assurance to life. “Peace I leave with you, my peace 
I give unto you. Let not your heart be troubled. Neither let it be afraid.” 
That is the spirit of this place. 


Duluth f October 

We have had five weeks of holiday canoeing. Now I go soberly and 
in the fear of God to live in a northern winter. 

I never really meant to do this! Lee has said many times, “Let’s do a 
book on the winter woods. Let’s spend a winter in northern Minnesota! ” 
and I always said, “Yes, let’s.” Without the smallest idea that we ever 
would. 

However, I am so thankful for our autumn canoe trips that I am will- 
ing to live in a snowdrift now, if that is the price I have to pay. But I am 
appalled at myself. Women in the winter woods always sound so robust 
and stalwart! 

Just the same, here we go, to enjoy (!) the winter wilderness and 
to get acquainted with its people. When we left Basswood Lake we 
went, by launch and truck and launch again, to Ely, and from there we 
came by train to Duluth. Tomorrow we take a bus along the north shore 
of Lake Superior a hundred miles or so, and from Grand Marais we 
start north on the Gunflint Trail. The Kerfoots at Gunflint Lake are 
not keeping their lodge open this winter, but they have a cabin \^’e can 
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use. There we can live for several months as two of the country’s “win- 
terers”— as the old fur traders said. 


Gunfiint Lodge, October 2ph 

Out on a Duluth street corner in the dark, long before dawn, we 
waited for the Wilderness Express. This hybrid, half bus and half truck, 
will be our only connection with the outside world at Gunfiint Lake. It 
brings the mail, carries supplies, and takes us in and out. 

It had rained all night, and the North Shore, with its black rocks 
and dusky trees painted with tips of yellow flame, looked as savage as a 
leopard. At Grand Marais, once a trading post of John Jacob Astor’s fur 
company, we left Lake Superior and started north on the Gunfiint 
Trail. 

On this road, an ancient Indian trail, we plunged into forest and 
drove almost fift)' miles, up and down roller-coaster hills and around 
lakes. And at last, “There’s Gunfiint,” said the driver of the Express. 

We turned off the Trail into a side road that led along a blue lake, 
and after crossing several hills we came to a sign, “Gunfiint Lodge,” 
held by a ferocious wooden chieftain with an upraised tomahawk, and 
were announced by a burst of howls from up the hill. What an ominous 
welcome, I thought. 

When we stopped in a clearing in front of a long, low building, 
rather like a western ranch house, a husky chained to the porch set up 
a howling answer to the other dogs, and Bill Kerfoot, tall and lanky, 
with round glasses and surprised eyebrows, came out to meet us. His 
greeting was enthusiastic; little did we suspect that he had no idea what 
to do with us. 

He took us into the lodge, and Leo, the driver, came too, in search 
of coffee. There was an office with a wide room on each side and a huge 
kitchen behind it. “There’s the lounge, to the right,” our host said, “but 
I haven’t built the fire yet. The kitchen is warm; would you like to come 
in there?” 

“May we see where we’re going to live first?” I asked. 

“You certainly can,” Bill said. “Leo, the girls left that lemon pie 
for you. Help yourself! ” 


20 



He led us outdoors and we took a wooded path. Several hundred 
yards away from the lodge a small brown cabin stood in a little clearing 
of its own, with spruce and cedar about it, and tall aspens swaying high 
above its roof. 

“Here she is,” said Bill. 

He opened the door on a small kitchen. Then came a square living 
room with windows on three sides, and off that a bedroom and an en- 
closed porch. 

The cabin looked rather like Mother Hubbard’s cupboard to me. In 
the center of the living room stood an oil drum on legs, battered and 
black and slightly off center. This was the 
barrel stove, and Lee was looking at it with 
admiration. “That’s the thing that will keep 
us warm,” he said enthusiastically. 

“Will you want to do your own cooking 
at first?” Bill asked, I thought a trifle hope- 
fully. 

“No,” said Lee. “It takes 
time we’d rather spend out- 
doors. Besides, this kitchen 
isn’t heated, is it? ” 

“Well, no,” Bill .said. “Ah, 
you see, Mrs. Kerfoot is in 
Florida with her people just 
now, and Aggie, the cook, has 
gone to the hospital for a few 
days, so one of the guests is 
doing the cooking at present.” 

“Oh,” we said, rather non- 
plussed. “Can you manage?” 



2 I 



I. MAGNETIC LAKE. 2 . LOON LAKE. 3. NORTH LAKE. 4. SOUTH LAKE. 5. HEIGHT 
OE LAND PORTAGE. 6 . GRANITE RIVER. 7. RIB LAKE TRAIL. 8. SEAGULL LAKE. 

9. NORTHERN LIGHTS LAKE. 


“Sure,” said Bill. “Ahbutch, the Indian girl w ho helps us in summer, 
is here, and w'^e have three other guests. But it’s all pretty casual. I hope 
you won’t mind.” 

Outside, a small, active brook— I’ve always w^anted a pet brook- 
leaped gaily dow n through rocks and cedar roots to the lake. One path 
led up the woods to the road, the other to the lodge. 

“Let’s go out on the lake and explore,” Lee suggested. 

Bill gaye us a canoe and we started off. The country seems far wilder 
than BassAvood. Here are the long sawtooth mountains that run up from 
the south in a long slope and break into abrupt cliffs. In between them 
lie long, narrow' lakes. There are hardly any transverse valleys. When 
we got out on the lake, a great cliff shouldered up behind Gunflint Lodge, 
making it look very small. 

W e paddled across to the narrows leading into Magnetic Bay, a lake 
w here deposits of iron oxide throw compasses into a frenzy, to the con- 
fusion of newcomers. Back along the north shore of Gunflint, under 
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low-growing cedar, wc found queer ‘'•i.a ' 

rocks of rust color and sulphur ycl- 1 j 

low. These rocks contain streaks of \ j li^\ 

the flint used in the old flintlock mus- J j J j 

kets by the wyagewrr. ' yt_ 

We returned to the lodge just as the animals were being fed. Whittles 
is the dog by the porch, a black and cream beauty with topaz eyes and 
sharp, upstanding ears. There are two fuzzy puppies at the back door, 
with their tawny mother Ginger. The other sled dogs, up the hill, 
chained to their kennels, made such a furious uproar when they saw the 
food buckets, leaping in the air like tethered demons, that I’m not sure 
whether there are six or a dozen. Then there is Ferdinand, a bull calf, 
bought because the Kerfoots couldn’t decide whether to get a sheep or a 
goat to crop the grass, and a bulky white pig. 

Wc asked Bill if any of the sled dogs were dangerous. “No,” he 
said. “Of course M e had to look out for that, with strangers around all 
summer. A full-blooded husky or Malamute may be treacherous. When 
the wolf strain predominates they can’t be trusted. So w'e crossed a 
husky M'ith a Norwegian elkhound, and that gives us a type which is 
absolutely dependable and yet has the strength and endurance necessary 
for a sled dog.” 

Inside the lodge supper was ready in the big kitchen. Here M'as the 
guest from Arizona M'^ho was acting as chef— dark haired, dark eyed, and 
throM'ing off energy like a small geyser. And Ahbutch, an attractive 
Chippewa girl, who to my horror was nicknamed Butchic— such a gentle, 
aristocratic person couldn’t have a more incongruous name! A fervent 
fisherman and a young lawyer, here by his doctor’s orders, completed 
the party. Oh no, there was an enormous black cat with w'hite whiskers 
and eyebroM’s like George Bernard ShaM'’s. 
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“We saw a cabin on Magnetic,” we said to Bill. “Does anyone live 
there?” 

“Yes, Butchie’s people,” he answered. “And her aunt and cousin live 
on this lake. Then the Ambroses— he’s a guide and a trapper— live across 
the narrows, and an old caretaker is two miles down the shore. These 
are our neighbors, and good ones. Of course, good neighbors are more 
important here than in most places; in winter it can even be a question 
of survival.” 

After dinner wc had a fire in the lounge, and Arizona sang for us. 
I’ve always heard of these fabulous daughters of the West; Arizona is a 
perfect specimen, and I’m as thrilled to know her as I would be to find 
a heath hen or a great auk. 

She is certainly a most festive person. Warmhearted and generous, 
never out of temper, she makes everyone have a good time whether 
they want to or not. Nothing stops her. She likes to conquer a situation, 
no matter what the difficulties. Now she has seen this region (and knows 
more about it in a month than many people would find out in a lifetime), 
but she is staying on to help Bill and Butchie out of a tight spot. “You’d 
all leave if there was no one to manage the kitchen,” she says, “and we 
help neighbors out, in my country! ” 

She treats Butchie as she wmuld a younger sister, bullying her, con- 
fiding in her, helping her to make the most of herself. Just now she is 
determined that Butchie shall learn to read and write, but she is light- 
hearted in her zeal and Butchie laughs wnth her, without self-conscious- 
ness. 

Last night w’e listened to her varied repertoire of songs. Her singing 
is unique, a combination of baby talk and torch singing which reduces 
us to helpless laughter. (Except Butchie, who is too loyal to laugh.) To 
see Arizona sing You Great Big Beautiful Doll as she looks up at each 
man in turn with adoring brown eyes is something to remember. 

October 2^th 

Starting out early this morning, we went down the Granite River, 
the lovely canoe route to Saganaga Lake. 

There is nothing like journeying in a canoe! Traveling any other 
way, we are separate from our environment, but a canoe is a bit of 
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nature, like a stray leaf; it is too frail to be a barrier. This morning the 
blue water and white rapids, the huge cloud bubbles, and the strong 
scent of the pines produced in me that almost imbearable ecstasy that I 
had found before in our canoe country. 

I had no idea how intense the sense of escape from the hourly shocks 
of wartime New York would be. I knew this wilderness was sure to re- 
lease me in some measure, but not how great the weight it could lift 
from me. This sense of utter freedom and delight is what we must hold 
for our youngsters who come back from fighting, I said to myself; this 
wild liberty must be kept inviolate for them. 

At lunchtime we stopped on the rocks, where a huge cedar twisted 
and bent above us. Warblers were lingering here, flickering in the tree- 
tops, taking small trial flights and coming back again, like little practice 
runs on a harpsichord. 

“How wonderful,” I cried, “to be where it’s as unspoiled as it v\’as 
three hundred years—” and then I stumbled over a tin can. “Damn 
people!” I said. 

There were other tin cans, torn maps, and old sneakers. How any- 
one who loves the outdoors enough to come to these faraway places can 
ruin them for others I can’t understand. But I wish I were Circe! What 
joy I would take in changing these beasts into pigs, into warthogs, and 
driving them into the wallows where they belong! 

While we ate lunch two golden eagles came circling far above us, 
passing each other and turning sidewise in their frolic, soaring up on an 
air current and tumbling down again. Then we heard the queerest 
hubbub up the hill, and climbed the rocks to investigate it. 

Under a thick spruce two porcupines faced each other, nose to nose, 
snarling and growling. I thought they were sworn enemies, but when 
at last they turned aside one kept on with small reproachful murmurs, 
long after the quarrel was over. Evidently it was a domestic squabble. 
And then, up in a cedar, we saw a third porcupine, small but very self- 
assured, gathering cedar to its breast till it looked like a large bouquet. 
Here was the jemme fatale! 

We started out again in the canoe, and as we skirted along a granite 
shore a belated bear came ambling out and stood blackly silhouetted 
against the sky, looking across the water. As we came closer, he turned 
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to look us over, arrogant and unalarmcd. Then he sniffed in a disparaging 
manner and vanished before we could retaliate. 

Bears have been unusually prevalent this year. We had one on our 
back porch at Basswood and another broke into a nearby lodge, smashing 
the icebox and many dishes. They have even invaded small towns. Blue- 
berries have been scarce and the bears are hungry. 

But I know now what to do when I meet one. For at Bassu'ood I 
read the Kalevala, the Finnish national epic, very ancient, most charm- 
ing in its minute descriptions of nature (and if I hadn’t met Eli and Otto 
I would never have read it); and now I know the charm, the wizard 
saying” for getting rid of a bear. 
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Thou, O Otso, forest-apple, 

Woodland bear, with honeyed fingers . . . 

Wander like the golden cuckoo, 

Like the dove of silver brightness, 

Like a little fish in ocean; 

Hide thy claws within thy hair-foot, 

Shut thy wicked teeth in darkness . . . 

T hrow thy malice to the mountains. 

And thy hunger to the pine trees. 

Sink thy teeth within the aspens! 

As we came home in the green afterglow, which in this northern 
land has a clarity that stops the breath, the water and the air were still, 
and the shores stood solid with rich plum and topaz and strong green. As 
the afterglow paled the shores grew more massive, with a complete 
emptiness above and below them— an emptiness in which two crescent 
moons, one high and one low, floated. 

A loon was crying weirdly, and its echo, coming back, made it wail 
louder still. The Indians say the loon cries, “Oh, where arc you? where 
are you?” when it w'ails in this way. 

Out in the wide lake w'e found emptiness still more vast— the canoe 
seemed about to fall or rise into infinite space. It was a relief to take up 
the paddle and plunge it into something as tangible as water. As the 
shores grew blacker, the moon in the sky grew brighter, the one in the 
lake more nebulous, and a flight of ducks v^ent over us, calling through 
the night. 


October s’jth 

Here we are in a real birch forest. I’ve been in a birch wood before, 
but never in a great birch forest where thousands of the trees make lovely 
repetitions of “black branches up a snov'-whitc trunk,” far into the 
distance. 

We have been gathering birch bark for winter stationery and for 
kindling our fire. Now Lee is drawing the stumps and roots of cedars, 
while I am comfortably curled up on a canoe cushion against a log. It’s 


27 



snowing very lazily on this mild afternoon. White snow wandering 
through white birches from a white sky. 

The flakes are almost like spring petals falling. This afternoon has a 
feeling of promise about it, such as April gives us, but it is a far more 
mysterious promise than that of spring. 

Our canoe lies below us on the rocky shore. We have been out in it 
every day, exploring Gunflint Lake. No matter how promising the 
morning as we start out now we are sure to have to fight black swells 
and plunging whitecaps coming home. W^hen we came across the bay 
today a squall suddenly hit us, spinning us completely around, although 
we purposely sat low in the canoe. We had no more weight than an 
acorn cup. It made me realize how fortunate we have been not to en- 
counter a real gale at any time. 

The snowflakes are falling faster on my notebook now, and Lee is 
hurrying to finish his drawing. No more lazy balmy days for me, he 
says; no more canoeing. Winter has come. 


October jpth 

The Wilderness Express came late yesterday afternoon. From now 
on it will bring mail only once a week, on Saturdays! Everyone came in 
and had coffee in the kitchen-Benny Ambrose, the guide from across 
the lake, who tells us entertaining stories; two Indians, a mother and her 
daughter Tempest, with more than a ton of provisions which they will 
portage far up Saganaga; and Charlie Olsen, the Norwegian caretaker 
who lives by himself down the shore. He is eighty-two, small, with mild 
blue eyes and a fiery manner. 

Arizona insists on giving us wonderful four-course dinners, in spite 
of our protests. She loves to amaze us. After dinner we all play Chinese 
checkers to see who will do the dishes; it is extraordinary how exciting 
Chinese checkers can be under such circumstances. It transpires gradual- 
ly that Aggie has had blood poisoning and her finger must be amputated. 
She won’t be back for a long time. 

We played cards all evening. Bill manages his variously tempered 
guests very adroitly. He was headed for the diplomatic service when he 
met the north woods and Justine, and his talents aren’t wasted as a resort 
host. He keeps us all amused at one another. His insouciance carries him 
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along easily. Though he seems to wander leisurely about, things get 
done; just in time, occasionally, but not too late. 

When we left the lodge to go home we were stopped short by the 
strange colors of the Northern Lights. Down on the dock we stood 
spellbound. Lee has seen them many times, but never such an astounding 
display. Weird yellow spirals shot into the sky through whirlpools of 
twisting pink and orange and dark purple. Great shimmers of pallor 
shook from horizon to zenith, and searchlight rays streamed up and then 
bent like broken grass stems. It was unearthly— it seemed just that. It 
had nothing to do with natural life; it came from another plane of 
existence. I had heard this was true, but I was not prepared for the un- 
camiy reality, when, above a flat arc of lurid red, dim and gigantic figures 
marched in rapid flight across the north. There they were, there some- 
thing was, hastening to the unknown. 


November ist 

Snowing today. We decided to get ready for cold weather, and 
moved into the living room of our cabin. The unheated bedroom will 
make a fine closet, the kitchen is already the woodshed. These rooms 
and the enclosed porch will act as storm windows, Lee said, and keep 
this room comfortable. 

On the big table I’ve spread the scarlet pareu Lee brought me from 
his South Seas expedition. Haitian bandanas cover the smaller ones. 
Sketches and maps pinned on the walls and vines and pine boughs make 
our little house seem gay and very cheerful. The kerosene lamps shine 
brightly, and I have at last ceased to expect an explosion whenever I turn 
one low. 

Last night Butchie’s brother George, a handsome Chippewa guide 
and trapper, came over with Bobby, their thirteen-year-old nephew. 
Bobby had never been to a Hallowe’en party, so we had one for him, 
with oranges for jack o’ lanterns and apple bobbing and games. We en- 
joyed it and so did the Indians. Butchie says she has never had such a 
holiday time. And since it has rained all day without a stop and there was 
nothing we could do outdoors, we decided to have a ship’s concert and 
captain’s dinner tonight. Bobby was to go home this noon, but he was 
agog at a second party and stayed eagerly in the background all day. 
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We all dressed for dinner, the rule being to look as brilliant as pos- 
sible-most of us wore red. In the midst of our frivolity we heard a 
truck coming through the downpour, and though we threatened to leave 
Bill alone in his gala finery, we were merciful and stood by. The visitors 
were Finns from the sawmill near Loon Lake. They looked a little 
startled, but they joined the party without much reluctance. Finns sing 
far louder than Indians do! 


November 2 d 

Tonight we had whitefish and trout, sent over by Butchie’s mother. 
Nettahwense is a full-blooded Chippewa. (“Ojibway” is the more formal 
term, but the people here say “Chippewa.”) She speaks no English and 
clings to the ancient Indian religion, as they say many border Indians 
do, though most tribes, even near the Arctic Circle, have taken over the 
v'hite man’s beliefs. 

We had guests again tonight. The first snow has evidently made 
people remember that they will soon be winterbound, and they are 
visiting while they can, roaming up and down the Trail. Val Ambrose, 
a graduate of Ohio State, B.A. and A4.A., who is married to the trapper 
across the lake, came in with a guest, and a couple from Loon Lake came 
over. Then two Indians appeared. Arizona has made our kitchen into a 
night club; we have moved the piano in there, and she cooks with one 
hand and plays accompaniments to her songs with the other, ruffling the 
Finns’ hair and chucking the Indians under the chin as she flits. She con- 
quers the enormous, ancient kitchen range as she would a refractory 
bronco. 

To our amazement she mentioned tonight that she is a grandmother. 
No one was ever less like a grandmother than Arizona. All we can say is 
that the baby, like the one in the story, must be a very little one. 


November yth 

This has been a strange week. A lost time, between fall and winter. 
We have been exploring on foot, since we no longer go canoeing. 
The woods are silent now. The loons have gone, the chipmunks are 
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asleep. No sounds are heard from the chickadees or partridge or deer. 
The whole world seems voiceless, waiting for the snow. 

We climb the high cliff, walk along the Gunflint Trail, or go east 
to a stand of white pines. This road ends three miles down the shore, but 
there is a rutted track that leads to the small sawmill near Loon Lake. 
Sloppy Savage, one of the Indians, has just torn down his cabin here, and 
his stove stands in solemn dignity on a stump by the roadside. 

If we go east we always stop at Charlie Olsen’s, for his small cabin 
is a cheerful place, with a feeding shelf for chickadees and nuthatches 
which is almost as big as the house itself. Charlie told us about lying in 
bed and seeing a bear rise up on his hind legs just outside the wide 
window. “I yust reach for my gun and shoot him quiet from my 
pillow. Don’t hurt him much.” 

Charlie likes the small birds best, but woodpeckers are most common 
here. The hairy and downy woodpeckers are just alike, black and white 
with a red spot on the male’s head, but one is half size— I never could 
remember which. Now I know, because a small bird is Downy. Downy 
has a small bill too, not a big beak like Hairy. 

When I was looking them up in The Birds of Minnesota I found the 
most amazing diagram showing the hairy’s tongue. Birds do get them- 
selves up in the most peculiar fashion! The tip of a woodpecker’s tongue, 
with few exceptions, is a rigid spearhead; the stem divides into flexible 
bony filaments, and they continue over the back of the skull under the 
skin. In the hairy they continue still farther, and the 
extra length curls around the right eyeball! When 
the bird w'ants to capture a grub that is snugly in- 
side a tree, he drills a hole, then thrusts forth his 
tongue. The tongue unwinds and the spearhead 
shoots out an astonishing length to stab his victim! 

More rarely do we see the Arctic three-toed 
and American three-toed woodpeckers. They too 
are black and white, but they flaunt yellow 
patches on their heads. The Arctic is slightly 
the larger and has a solid black back; the back of 
the American is barred. The Arctic has tremen- 
dous power in his hammering for such a small 
bird; his head blurs with its swift motion. 
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On a twilight walk last night I heard a sound that made my pulse 
quicken even before I realized what it was. Lee nodded at my excited 
look. “Geese,” he said. 

They were coming across the lake from the north. Louder and 
louder came their strong calls. Suddenly, over the fretted aspens, line 
after line came swiftly, the cries making the still gray air vibrate with 
their ineffable longing. And these were nvavermg lines! We were seeing 
our beloved blue geese. 

I had never dreamed of seeing them this fall. On their migration from 
the Arctic they usually fly too high to be seen, and it was late for the 
flight of the beautiful winged thousands! There is no sight in the world 
we w ould rather see, and we went home in exultation. 


November "jth 

Lee and I climbed the high cliff back of the lodge this morning in 
the face of a snarling, stormy wind— a “wolf day,” I called this one. On 
the cliff top the spruces bent from the wind and ravens whirled around 
us. Swaggering clouds flung past, almost low enough to engulf us. 

Now I’ve been out to get a pail of water from our brook, lingering 
to watch the chickadees twirling in the bare twigs. I try to remember 
w'hat the bride-adviser says in the Kalevala. 

Hasten homeward like the zephyrs, 

Hasten like the air of autumn; 

Do not tarry near the streamlet, 

At the waters do not linger. 

But it is very difficult not to be tempted to follow^ the gypsy brook 
through the cedars and balsams. 

It has begun to snow'^ in earnest now. The lake is afroth under the 
wind, and the shores are gone; it is all a whirl of snow driven horizontally 
off the lake. 


November 8th 

We have a real blizzard! Twelve inches deep, and still coming down. 
The gale makes the lake into a stormy sea; what must Lake Superior 
be like? What about the freighters? 
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The drifts pile high in front of the lodge, the trees are loaded heavier 
and heavier. Ferdinand moans in the snow and eats icicles. The pups are 
aghast. But the cat goes out hunting with his accustomed nonchalance 
and finds mice in the middle of the storm. 

When we walked to the cedar swamp this afternoon we took deep, 
une.xpected plunges into drifts. This heavy snow is almost impossible 
for me to walk in. My muscles are not trained to lift heavy boots knee- 
high at every step. (We wear our snow boots, or rubber pacs, with feet 
of heavy rubber and leather halfway to the knee. Mine are far too large 
and the most unwieldy things I ever tried to manage.) 

Though along the shore the wind was riotous, it had not touched 
the swamp, and there the snow stood inches high on every tilted twig, 
which made a strange landscape, all in white parallel planes. Lee was in- 
terested in the upward light, which illumines the place witli the same 
diffused glow the golden leaves gave last month, though now tlie light 
has a blanched luster. The brook was ink black between the molded 
whiteness, and the smell of our wood smoke welcomed us as we came 
home down the blown and drifted trail. 


Night 

Blizzard after bhzzard. Butchie’s gentle heart was so touched by 
Ferdinand’s groans that she has put a sweater on him, even though he 
has been eating the laundry from the line. (Bill swears that she even 
takes the chipmunks he traps in her canoe and releases them across the 
lake.) Now the dogs are too submerged to bark. Ginger is ruffled with 
snow. The wind came straight through the kitchen windows till we 
fastened them tight wdth strips. Bill has put up a second stove to keep 
t he kitchen warm. 

We are now isolated from the rest of the world. It is a queer feeling 
to know we can’t escape and no one can reach us. In my whole life I’ve 
never been held to a spot like this. Bill says it’s worse here tonight than 
it was in the famous blizzard three years ago, when so many people 
lost their lives. 

Bill is mending his snowshoes tonight. Skis are seldom used in this 
forested country; snowshoes are a necessity. 
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November ^th 

The storm has vanished, the wind has died, the lake is calm. It is the 
time of snow. It is strange to realize that it w'ill now' stay like this until 
late spring— a never-changing wdiite landscape. 

Lee climbed the cliff today, and after I sw'ept out the cabin I walked 
as far as the sw amp. This snow is the loveliest 1 have ever seen. Such 
stainless white— no single speck of soot or grime. This strange substance, 
this tangible freshness— how' incredible it would seem if we did not know 
it was snow, with its impervious, massive appearance and its evanescent 
texture! 

It is now so deep that I lift my feet like a circus horse. Once I entered 
the woods, however, I might have been floating for all I knew. I felt be- 
witched (white magic, not black). Bushes held triangles in their .slim 
branches, big extravagant triangles of every kind, as if a w^hole migration 
flight of triangles had alighted there. 

On into the spruces, I forgot myself and time and space. Every where 
fantastic boughs made it seem an Arctic jungle that rivaled a tropic one. 
Small trees were like a giant’s carvings. The tall spruces had a more ab- 
stract character, but every bright curve had the perfection that is almost 
a shock. The only sounds were a faraw'ay wind on the cliff or the swdsh 
when the snow slipped from a pine branch. 


November loth 

Still snowbound. The kitchen is our clubhouse, and we are now play- 
ing multiple solitaire at all hours. Ahbntch is wonderful at cards. She 
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does not make the noise that the rest of us do, but her black eyes glow 
and she gets quite breathless in a quiet way. We are all game addicts 
except Lee, who endures games as he does bad weather. 

So far the single telephone wire that sags along the trail has not broken 
and Bill has had a wire from Justine saying that she will be home Thurs- 
day. Evidently she has not heard about the storm. The snowplow won’t 
get here till the end of the week. 

We went out to see what tracks were about our cabin. The partridge 
tracks are lovely, a kind of double chain stitch, for the grouse grow 
snowshoes just as the rabbits do, though theirs are horny projections in- 
stead of fluffy pads. Fox and deer have been along the shore, and weasels 
make two-footed tracks, since, as they bound, their hind feet hit the im- 
prints of the front ones. 

The prettiest effect of all is given by the frolicking woodmice. They 
trace on the snowy surface the most delicate of embroideries, and they 
have such delight in the process. Woodmice are among the most daring 
of wild animals, I believe. Not content with scaling tents, here they are 
dancing gaily across the great open plains of our clearing, where danger 
is ever present. 

The tracks of shrews are even smaller, but not as innocent and incon- 
sequent. They go straight on like a bloodthirsty sentence and come 
abruptly to a period, when the shrew dives into a snowdrift. 

After Lee has scoured the country for snowshoe rabbits— for the 
rabbit cycle, like the partridge population, is at low ebb this year— we 
found one living under the empty cabin across the brook. We caught a 
glimpse of it today, half white and half brown, eating cedar fronds. Its 
food is supposed to be bark and buds and grass, but that may be because 
it can’t usually reach the cedar; now a fallen tree has made a little bower 
by the footbridge. 

After I was in bed I heard a fox bark, and then the dogs drowned it 
out; I know we would hear wolves if the dogs weren’t so mercurial. For 
a long time I watched our icicles, which now reach from eaves to snow- 
drifts, glow incandescent in the moonlit night. 


November iith 

We are still isolated from the world, but the snowplow promises to 
get to us late tonight or sometime tomorrow morning. 
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We all hope it will. Justine Kerfoot called from Duluth this morn- 
ing, quite perturbed because no one had met her and the children; she 
hadn’t had Bill’s wire. And we had all planned to leave Saturday, Arizona 
and Jack for good, and Lee and I for a week on the North Shore, where 
we are to meet the Forest Service and see some of their holdings. But it 
is still uncertain whether the Wilderness Express can get through. 


November 12th 

The snowplow, late last night, came surging down our drifted hill 
and landed in front of the lighted lodge, looking like a giant orange but- 
terfly. It is rather a relief to know that now a clear road leads from here 
to Grand Marais! 

Bill has driven to town this morning. Wc are all looking forward to 
Justine’s arrival v'ith much curiosity. We have heard that she looks like 
a sevcntecn-year-old boy, so much so that men are always mistaking her 
for Bill’s son and acting accordingly, that she wears boy’s shirts and 
pants, has a boy’s love (and more knowledge than most men have) for 
motors and machinery, and a skill at profanity which a mere lad would 
find it difficult to match. 

When she graduated from college she had her heart set on becoming 
a doctor; her mother bought this lodge and handed it over to her as an 
alternative career. She took that as a challenge and has made herself a 
real expert in wilderness living. She is an excellent guide, runs hunting 
and canoe trips, trains the dogs, overhauls motors and equipment. In 
managing the lodge. Bill rakes care of business and she looks after the out- 
door angle. 


November iph 

Just before dinner last night. Bill and Justine came in with the two 
children. Justine is slim and dark, quite small. I had expected her to be a 
tall, husky person. Her hair was cropped short, she wore shirt and 
trousers, and Lee, coming in late, thought, in spite of all the warnings, 
that she was a boy, and looked around helplessly when Bill introduced 
him to Justine! 

Bruce, almost fi\'e, brovm eyed and yellow haired, took us in rather 
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soberly. Patry, who is a year and a half, with big brown eyes, a fuzz of 
brown hair, and a three-cornered smile, paid no attention to us, but im- 
mediately attacked the pots and pans, strewing them like seashells in all 
directions. 

Today has been varied. All morning Lee and I packed and fortified 
the cabin against frost and w'oodmice. The noon hour was hectic, with 
all of us milling around betu'een the Indians and trappers who had come 
for mail. Arizona tried hard to keep the night-club gaiety going to the 
last, but there ■u’ere too many hungry babies and heaps of luggage about. 

Don, the owner of the Express, was driving today. He and Leo are 
a great pair, hard-bitten, joking, and nonchalant, but determined that 
the Express shall run, hell or high snowdrifts; they remind me of what 
the Pony Express must have been like. We started off at one, Arizona 
on the seat— I almost .said box— with Don. Butchie had tears in her black 
eyes as she waved good-bv. 

Today was the first really sunny one for weeks. Clear blue shadows 
barred the shining roadway hedged with pines. As the sun slanted be- 
hind branches, all the snow dimmed to soft blue, with only slits of gold 
here and there. A beautiful red-gold fox stood like the spirit of this region 
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at a curve of road. He looked a long moment, then made a plumey leap 
into the deep woods; he curved like a wave— with that fluidity. 

Down into Grand Marais the Wilderness Express charged vith a 
stagecoach flourish. After coffee at Mabel’s, we dashed at top speed on 
glare ice to Schroeder, about thirty miles west of Grand Marais. 

1 had looked at Schroeder as we came out from Duluth, knowing we 
were to meet the forestry men there. It had a few houses and a combined 
post office and general store, where we were to stay. I didn’t know how 
I’d like a room over a general store, but Mr. Hendce said it was a com- 
fortable and immaculate place. 

It w’as wonderful! The building w’as a little gabled one, half store 
and half home, and when Mrs. Stickney led us upstairs, there w'as a 
clean, gay little room, wdth fresh flowered wallpaper and oh, a modem 
bathroom! I never saw' anything as beautiful as that bathroom! No snow 
sifting under the door, no wdndy cracks, no rough boards iced with 
hoar frost. 

We took a sunset walk wdth traffic in our lives once more. I began to 
feel very metropolitan, after several cars and a truck came past. 

Near by the Cross River crashed dowm a gorge into the lake, with 
mist frosting the trees above the chasm. On the shore, as the sunset 
brightened the water along the little crescent beach, the snowy hills far 
dow'n the shore turned a soft rosy-mauve, two islands, high chunks of 
rough rock, stood against a gold glow', and over the water tight flocks 
of ducks flew low'. 

The gold changed to coral color, and a flock of snow buntings came 
eddying over the hill, looking as white as the snow banks they circled. 
A little snow'storm, I said to Lee, and he told me the birds v^ere some- 
times called snowflakes. 

On the wav back we passed an ancient bam of hand-hew'n logs, 
tvpical of old Minnesota. This had been a bunkhouse for loggers long 
ago w'hen logs were sent down this river, until it was found they w'ere 
so damaged going over the falls that thev w'eren’t worth saw'ing after- 
ward. 

After one of Mrs. Stickney’s delicious dinners w'e w'ent dow'n to 
see Marie Aftreith and Harriet Rust, who run the Star of the North 
Lodge in .summer and drive the school bus in winter. They are living 




down the road in a friend’s house, an attractive u'hite cottage furnished 
with all modern conveniences. 

But, they say, in these severe northern winters it is easier to live 
primitively. Oil furnace, bathroom, modern kitchen, all these arc haz- 
ards. If you depend on a wood stove you are sure of fuel. If you cart)’ 
water from the lake you don’t have to worry about pipes freezing. Every 
convenience means that existence is just that much more complicated in 
an Arctic climate. 


Schroeder, 'November 14th 

Walked down the shore today with Marie Aftreith to see what dam- 
age the storm last week had done. At Schroeder it was the w orst one 
since 1905; fishermen’s boats w^ere smashed and boathouses, nets, and 
gear destroyed. Ninety ore carriers were held up in Duluth’s harbor. 

The fishermen here are very important in our national economy. 
Along this shore four hundred fishermen in the last two years have made 
catches totaling twenty million pounds. This last storm was a disaster 
for many of these men, for the nets and gear are difl'icult to obtain now 
and the loss of a house or boat is a heavy blow. 

There are no fishing fleets on this shore. The fishermen build their 
owm stout boats, or get a neighbor’s help, and go out fishing individually. 


40 


Occasionally two men go together, but as a rule each fisherman goes 
alone, in rain, snow, sleet, fog, or hot sun. 

The coffee hours, which have become a custom in the North Shore 
towns, are at eleven and four because the fishermen come in at those 
hours, tired and cold, sometimes armored in ice. Their mittens get wet 
and freeze so quickly that they use five or six pairs in one trip, and at 
times their eyebrows and eyelashes are so thick with ice that they can 
barely see. 

As we walked along the water on the rocks the high waves had 
washed clear of snow, snow buntings flew before us. Their little tracks 
were everywhere in the snow. They walk amazing distances through the 
bronze filigrees of yarrow heads and thistles. 

We came to Olaf’s log fishhouse, tucked in a hollow between rocks. 
It is very quaint, one of the olde.st on the shore, but he is determined to 
have a fine new one as soon as possible. This one almost vanished last 
week when the strong surf swept a great piece of beach out from 
under it. 

Olaf and Dan were in a shed mending nets, which is quite an art. 
The nets are of fine cord, with a small square mesh dipped in bluestone 
(a blue vitriol solution) to preserve them. When they come out they 




arc a beauriful Madonna blue, though they turn rust color as they arc 
used. 

These arc gill nets, and they are anchored by bags of sand and buoyed 
either by quart-size whisky bottles (which are used now instead of the 
former picturesque glass balls) or by plastic capsules, which have taken 
the place of cork buoys. 

The catch is mostly herring, which is not really herring at all but is 
related to the whitefish. AVhitcfi,sh and ciscoes are caught sometimes, 
though they are rare on this coast. The lake trout are caught on sctlines, 
and since these have to be twelve or more miles from shore, the fisher- 
men who .specialize in trout receive gasoline allotments accordingly. 

Tall, blue-eyed Olaf from Norway took us out to show us how his 
boat is landed. On the rocky shore the boat comes up on a slide, a wide 
lattice of poles. The man leaps out and hitches a line to it so it can be 
pulled into the boathouse by a windlass. His leap, when rocks and poles 
are icy, is often a perilous one. Back of the slide stands the fishhou.se and 
a big square rack on which the nets are wound and dried. 

This afternoon we walked to Temperance River, so called, the^• 
told us, because it is the only river along the shore without a bar at its 
mouth. It seems the ^vildest of all the North Shore rivers, for its white 
water tears through a black gorge so narrow that it is only a jagged crack 
splitting deeply through the cliff. Its walls were hung with screens of 
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long icicles, and gigantic chunks of crystals bulged from the froth of 
water. As we climbed the clilT the trail of an enormous buck went be- 
fore US', and a mink had just crossed the footbridge at the top of the 
gorge. On an isolated pinnacle we sa\^’ the footmarks of a reckless and 
melancholy partridge. 


November i6th 

Mr. Jacobs of the Forest Service took us tvith him today on his 
rounds— a fascinating day he gave us. 1 had hoped for mild weather, 
but it was two above xero— the colde.st we’ve had. However, a bright 
sun counterbalanced the low temperature. 

We went first to the Tofte ranger station, a collection of fine log 
buildings, an office, a storehouse, and rangers’ homes. In the office were 
regional maps of all kinds and sizes, and here we lost all track of time. 
The airplane photographs, which give three dimensions through a stere- 
opticon device, delighted us. We hovered over the Gunflint region, find- 
ing paths and heights, even recognizing tiny individual trees. One map 
had pegs that showed at once where each ranger was; one showed areas 
ripe for supervised cutting, another outlined present lumbering. For 
use in fighting forest fires, a map was marked in terms of the time it 
takes to arrive at any given area— up to ten hours in the most remote dis- 
tricts. 

We saw the .storehouses for the fire equipment too, and appreciated 
the vigorous fore.sight shown here. Each unit had a complete w orking 
outfit for the number of men it was to supply. The cans stood already 
packed w'ith all necessary food and supplies, even to an alarm clock for 
waking the cook! Sleeping bags, blankets, life preservers, were stored 
carefully in mouse-proofed cupboards. And everything was so arranged 
that it could be seized without one moment’s loss of time. 

Mr. Jacobs told us that during the .season when forest fires arc mo.st 
likely to occur, there are men in twenty-five lookout tow'ers. Hydro- 
planes too are used. Any fire can be reported at once, and emergency 
equipment is kept in red boxes along principal trails and canoe routes. 
The reduction of the fire hazard is most remarkable, though there is 
still great danger from careless campers. The Service says, “Five min- 
utes spent in extinguishing a campfire, or even one minute devoted to 
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scamping out a cigarette, may be the 
equivalent of a hundred years of forest growth. 

Afterward we drove up the Sawbill Road, which follows the Tem- 
perance River. It was even colder away from the lake, and heavy frost 
clung thick to branches and twigs and gave a curious sparkle to the 


blue air. Deer vaulted in airy crescents across our way. 

Wc turned off on a logging road to Moe’s Camp, where pine timber 
had been sold by the Forest Service to the highest bidder. The day of 
the huge sawmills is now largely over; most of the lumber in Minnesota 
is being cut by portable mills. 

A small one was working at this camp. Two men rolled the big 
pine logs with cant hooks onto a movable carriage. As the logs traveled 
along, they were cut into boards by a circular saw. In this case the slabs 
and bark, as well as the boards, were being marketed. In the large mills 


44 




the sawdust is used for fuel under the boilers, but in these portable mills 
the power is the tractor, or a Diesel motor. 

The men worked with great skill and swiftness here. Lumberjacks 
were skidding logs to the mill in various ways, using horses and a pair 
of tongs, or the caterpillar tractor. I wanted to see a go-devil, liking the 
name, but no such sled was around this camp. 

We went scrambling over fallen pines with their beautiful branches 
hidden in the snow, and the noise of the sawmill was loud about us. 
Suddenly a tall pine trembled in front of us and fell with a crash just 
across our path. We were almost under it. A Norwegian was sawing 
immediately before us, in a clump of dense spruce, and had not heard 
us coming. He worked as so many of these men do, alone, at his own 
tempo, and was paid by the amount of timber he cut. 

A flock of pine siskins came by us and lit in a gnarled tree. I have 
had a fondness for siskins ever since I read that these midget gypsies 
distract ornithologists by their unorthodox behavior. Peabody says flatly 
that they are eccentric, and Dr. Roberts accuses them of junketing win- 
ter and summer and of rearing their families in most unconventional 
places. “Throughout the spring and summer,” he says sternly, “when 
they should be paired and nesting, flocks wander about apparently with 
no intention of settling down to home making.” 

While we watched these small birds, the dinner bell rang and the men 
began to converge on the camp. But as the cook had asked us to wait till 
the second table, we went on through the pines. This was the most 
closely grown white pine we had seen anywhere, beautiful stately trees, 
and I mourned their destruction. Air. Jacobs said they were far past 
their prime, as was shown by the number of rotting centers. Just the 
same, I thought rebelliously, it takes two hundred years before we can 
see trees like these; I’d let the old giants stand until they dropped. 

Out in the cutting the ground was so covered with fallen trees that we 
had to walk on crisscross logs, my big boots making me less a gazelle 
than I could have wished. After these logs are cut the tops and branches 
are piled and burned, even under heavy snow, and I wish that we 
could have seen these great bonfires in the snowy woods. We found a 
ranger in this jackstraw pile, stamping “U. S.” with a hammer on the 
log ends and marking the number of board feet in a scale record book. 
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Lunch at the camp was like harvest home. Ham and spareribs and beef 
and chile, potatoes and gravy and peas and rolls, cakes, cookies, custard 
pudding. The cook said that he never lost a lumberjack. “They keep 
coming back year after year. Money don’t mean so much; they only get 
out once in a long while to spend it. But meals come three times a day 
and they’re the most important thing to a logger!” 

After lunch we drove to other timber stands. A white pine forest not 
yet cut. Cheerful areas here the foresters had planted red pines and 
the white pines had started themselves— flourishing young forests, excit- 
ing to see. A great spruce stand, cut over so expertly that we could not 
tell the cut areas from the uncut ones, stood dense and dark, with tiny 
snow triangles dotted up and down the black trunks and branches, an 
allover design in three dimensions. 

On one hill where old white pines were left standing here and there 
for .seeding, the young trees had made such successful progress that the 
old ones ct)uld now be cut. This cutting is always done in winter with 
snow on the ground, when the damage to young trees is slightest. 

We drove down rough logging roads, impassable swamps in summer, 
but now hard-packed and easy to drive over. The shadows were growing 
darker now, and a clear yellow light shone far beyond the woods, A 

porcupine with a grumpy little face wallowed off the road into deep 
snow. 

We walked down a trail through heavy jackpine and spruce, and in a 
snowy hollow we came on the porcupine’s den in an overturned stump. 
I have never seen anything more disarming. The way the snow lay on 
the stump it seemed a perfect tiny cottage. One root made a ridgepole, 
others made drooping eaves, and snow drifted the steep roof and a 
little lean-to. The small doorway, almost square, was hung with green 
vines, and a green doorsill shone brilliant with moss where the porcu- 
pine had scraped away the sno\\ . I almost expected to see WELCOME 
on that mat. 

Here Mr. Jacobs showed us how the Swedish increment borer is 
used to determine the age of trees and therefore the selection of stands 
to be cut. It is a fascinating little instrument, a drill which takes a core 
like a thin pencil from a living tree, so that the forester, by counting 
the rings and observing their width, can tell if the annual growth has 
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decreased to such an extent that it is no longer economical to delay 
cutting. One healthy spruce was seventy years old, and a sound pine 
was one hundred and seventy. In this area much of the timber is ripe 
while still rather small. 

The jackpines, the rangers say, need fire for reseeding. The fire opens 
the cones and permits the seeds to reach the mineral soil. The red pine 
is less successful than the white pine in reseeding itself, for the solid 
carpet of needles insulates the seed from the earth. This is why the 
squirrels are so necessary as foresters; in storing cones they shove them 
down through the needles into the ground. 

Next we saw some lumbering on private land. Here the destruction 
was complete. They were cutting eight-inch spruce and jackpine into 
dimension stuff, and all species were cut. The contrast between the 
lumbering here and that on the supervised areas made us feel very 
enthusiastic about the work done by the Forest Service. 


November I’jth 

Mr. Hendee, chief of the Forest Service here, joined us today, and 
after visiting the forest headquarters again we took the Caribou Lake 
Road. Here v^ as a small and picturesque sawmill run by an old Negro 
and his family, with the help of a few Norwegians. This is the only 
colored family on the North Shore, and they hold a respected place in 
the community. Their summer resort is one of the neatest and cleanest 
in the w^hole region. 

The timber was varied, and in places where the 
cutting was finished many trees were still standing- 
large birches, spruces, even tall white pines— so that 
the area had no look of devastation. The Forest Serv- 
ice, Mr. Hendee says, cuts only dead or dying trees 
within two hundred feet of any road, so that visually 
an area is not changed by logging. 

Mr. Hendee believes that a managed area 
with reasonable cutting and good fire pro- 
tection will give a better forest than one in 
which no cutting is done. That is true. I’m 



sure, for Air. Hendee has studied these problems thoroughly, but I still 
like my wilderness untouched! 

As Mr. Jacobs was showing us trees whose trunks had been cracked 
wide open by intense cold and had later healed over, wc heard a sound 
of tearing and ripping in a thicket. Then a pileated woodpecker plunged 
up a pine. Every feather of his wild scarlet crest blazed in the sun. The 
white streak slanting through his eye, the black band up his neck, and 
his breastplate of coarse iron-gray, more like hair than feathers, made 
him look like the pirate of the bird kingdom. 

He made great kmges up the tree. Not hops; it takes a light bird to 
hop, and he weighed as much as a ruffed grouse. On the pine tip he 
looked around challengingly, gave a whoop, and flew galloping away. 
He seemed the most untamed creature I ever saw; certainly far more 
impressive than that bear we encountered. 

Back to Lake Superior, we drove down past Two Island River to 
Sugar Loaf Landing, where pulpwood is piled in unbelievable amounts. 
Row' after row of wood piled high, and many times as much to come. 
Next summer the logs will be floated in rafts across Lake Superior to 
the Wisconsin mills. 

The men at work here wore ga)’ plaid shirts, and a little yellow 
tractor buzzed out into the shallow water and up on the shore, bring- 
ing in logs that had washed away in last week’s storm. Luckily the gale 
blew from the east, so the logs stayed in this bay, but they were 
churned and beaten until the ends looked chewed as if by mammoth 
beavers. If the wind had shifted many thousands of these logs would 
have been lost. 


Schroeder, November /"jtb 

Last night wc met .Mr. Aldous of the Fish and Wildlife Service, vdio 
is also staying here, and he told us tales of a baby porcupine his 
children had adopted. I have wanted a pet flying squirrel, but he almost 
made me long for a small porcupine instead. This one became a real 
pet, playful and affectionate, though not to be cuddled with impunity. 

He asked us to go with him today on a survey of the deer yards in 
this vicinity. These are sheltered places vdth coniferous growth v^here 
the .deer gather when the snowfalls have been heavy. When fires have 
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destroyed much forest growth there is great overcrowding liere. Mr. 
Aldous has fenced off experimental areas to determine how much brows- 
ing various plants suitable for deer food will stand, and today he w'as 
making an inspection tour. 

The trees \verc frosty white against a shell-pink sky as we started out 
in the early morning. We went up the trail to Onion Mountain through 
rather open country, once burned over. In a saddle we found the 
deer yard, a tangled cedar sw amp. Later in the day we visited the 
Jonvik yard east of Lutsen, That was eight miles long, on a wet slope 
where the trickles of water beneath the snow made me glad of my boots. 
Through the dense growth of small balsam and cedars and the little 
open glades with overbrowsed brush, we found the tracks, sharply in- 
cised, which showed where deer had been recently feeding, though 
there were no great concentrations as yet. The most heavily used run- 
way went across a footbridge high over the Cascade River! 

The white-tailed deer is a Johnny-Come-Lately in this part of Min- 
nesota. Here caribou once ranged and moose were found in great 
numbers. It was only after the first lumbering and the subsequent forest 
fires that deer came in to replace moose, which are now much less 
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numerous. During the lumbering the new grow th suitable for deer food 
increased rapidly, and there was temporarily a great abundance of 
winter food, as deer ate at night the tops of the trees cut during the 
day. 

We walked along the runways the deer had made. These runw ays 
are made in the early snow's and kept open. Mr. Aldous said that the 
deer seem unwilling or unable to break through heavy drifts, and they 
will not leave these trails even though food may be found only a short 
distance away. He has discovered that the deer will not even pass from 
one yard to another unless the tw^o are connected by at least a thin line 
of evergreens, and so he has planted a few trees, as an experiment, to con- 
nect two areas and lead the deer along. 

We saw traces of a fierce and bloody fight betw een two bucks on one 
hillside, and in a green thicket w-e came on a freshly killed fawm w hich, 
except for head and skin, had been entirel)' eaten by foxes and ravens. 
Tracks showed w here the ravens had frequently walked to a small brook 
near by for water. Mr. Aldous said that the herring gulls too come dow'n 
in heavy w oods to feed on dead deer. 

“Do many deer die of starvation?" 1 asked. 

“We’ve found,” said Mr. Aldous, “that in the w'orst years the loss of 
deer through starvation about equals the kill by hunters. But the situa- 
tion may become worse than that.” 

“I wonder if the w'olves don’t have their role in the balanced wilder- 
ness,” said Lee. “I doubt the virtues of the bounty system and the effort 
to exterminate them. Of course, I like them. Wolves and moose give 
character to the wilderness! ” 

“And pileated w'oodpeckcrs,” I added, thinking of the pirate we saw 
yesterday. 

“Yes, and the spruce groase,” Lee said. “Those four mean untamed 
country. But of them all the w'olf is the shyest.” 

“Darling!” I said, enraptured, “now you have really reached the 
depths of understatement! It takes you to call a wolf shy! ” 

We had noticed, on many lake shores in this region a perfectly straight 
line made by the browsing deer, which eat all cedar fronds as high as they 
can reach. Mr. Aldous said the deer arc especially fond of the w^hite 
cedar, and that it is the only evergreen which alone will sustain them. 
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But as the cedar, once stripped, fails to replace its leaves, one can see 
that this source of food is rapidly diminishing. 

In early winter the deer eat, besides cedar, the new growth on the 
deciduous brush, preferring dogwood and moose or mountain maple. 
Later in the winter they are forced to eat more and more balsam, which 
is abundant but not nourishing enough to keep the deer strong and 
healthy. 

As we drove back down the North Shore, Mr. Aldous told us that 
as the snow thaws first on these southern slopes facing Lake Superior, 
the deer come in great numbers to feed here in the early spring, and 
sometimes as many as two hundred may be seen from the high\n'ay. 



Gun flint, "November 20th 

Today the five-day hunting season on deer opened. Hunters were 
coming by all night. This year they are required to v’ ear outfits that are 
fifty per cent red, and we hear that there is no red material in the towns 
now— ever}'' bit has been bought by hunters. 

When we caught the Wilderncjss Express for Gunflint it ^\'as packed 
^\'ith excited men and boys, and the road along Lake Superior was like 
a brilliant poster, with scarlet-clad hunters, white snow, and green pines. 
This is really an invasion by an army— a jovial army, but rather an over- 
powering sight just the same. Many are real sportsmen, but some have 
no idea that a gun is a dangerous weapon, and there are always tragic 
accidents. 

Grand Marais w'as in carnival, and when we turned into the Gun- 
flint Trail the woods were vivid w'ith dotted red figures, wearing every- 
thing from an entire hunting suit of scarlet to a casual bandana or strips 
of cerise corduroy stretched across a burly back. One ferocious hunter 
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w ith a three-day gro\\’th of black whiskers wore a delicate baby-pink 
suede jacket. 

We reached the lodge in late afternoon. All the lakes on the way 
are frozen over now, but G unflint Lake is so deep it is still open. The 
lodge is filled with hunters, from a party of young naval officers to a 
cowboy radio singer and his u'ife. Deer arc already hanging from the 
porch, and Bruce and the dogs arc wild with excitement. 


November 21st 

Lee had insisted all along that it would be foolish for him to get 
a fifty-dollar nonresident hunting license; after all, he had hunted enough 
when he w^as a boy. But as the season approached his resistance v'aned 
and all he needed was a little persuasion. Finally he didn’t need that. 

I had thought it would be exciting to go deer hunting v'ith him. 
But I discovered this morning that I’d decided not to go, M'hich is a 
surprise to both of us. I certainly don’t feel opposed to it. Since there 
are sometimes too many deer for the available winter food supply it is 
better for them to be shot than to starve. Men get a great thrill from 
the hunting and now there is a real need for meat. But I am a traitor in 
this camp; I am the underground. I don’t like to see dead deer. 

When we ^ ent to the lodge for breakfast, some hunters w'ere scout- 
ing along the shore, others going to stands along the ski trail. A tele- 
phone call told us that tw o hunters had been shot on the North Shore, 
one killed outright and one fatally M'ounded. Suddenly all the scarlet 
costumes were no longer comedy; it was a matter of life and death. 

Justine, w^ith Butchie’s help, has everything to do, for Bill is out all 
day wuth the hunters. She has twenty-five people to feed, and this 
morning the w ater system had stopped, the pipes frozen, and the light 
plant broke down. She repaired them, one after another, besides clean- 
ing a dozen chickens, making pies and cakes, and baking bread. 1 gasp 
at w hat goes on behind the scenes. When you’re a guest you take it so 
as a matter of course that everything goes like clockwork. 

The men take their lunches w'ith them, but it’s very cold, and all 
day long they are in and out for coffee and snacks, telling tales of 
their adventures. The bab\’ is into the silver, throwing it across the 
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floor as fast as it is collected, or dipping into the pail of dog food with a 
slipper. Bruce on his velocipede wheels joyfully through the melee. 

As I didn’t go out on the battle line this morning, I helped in the 
kitchen, where dishes pile up in mountainous heaps. This afternoon I 
walked as far as the Trail with Lee, who likes to hunt by himself and 
takes a different direction from the main march. He had a red plaid 
jacket, a red hunting cap, and my red scarf. So I wore the scarlet pareu 
with the white splashy flowers which I have been using as a table cover, 
wrapping it around me like a large shawl. A South Sea sarong may be 
rather incongruous in zero weather, but it doesn’t look like a deer. 


Noveviber 22ii 

The lake ^\■as as still as glass as we went over to breakfast, snow y 
hills doubled in the w'ater, and rising mist half hid the clear pastel colors 
of the morning. The porch thermometer showxd three below zero. 

When w'c came into the kitchen we found that Justine, hurriedly 
cutting big slices of ham, had slashed her hand to the bone. Just the 
same, she was getting breakfast for thirty. She certainly does nobly with 
the cooking, which she had alway s ignored until 
Aggie was hurt this summer. She hates “women’s 
work,” but this is a job to be done; I’ve already 
learned that when there’s a challenge she 
meets it, work or play. 

This morning Butchie helped wdth 
the kitchen work and cooking (for Jus- 
tine could use only one hand), as w'ell as 
looking after all the cabins and the live- 
stock. So I took over the dishes. I don’t 
know how a mere breakfast can stack up 
so; I washed dishes all 
morning, just as fast as I 
could. Butchie and I had 
a quick game of double 
solitaire before lunch- 

’ time caught us. 




The radio cowbo}% who had never hunted deer before, was deter- 
mined to take one back. Since he had to leave today he hunted until 
noon, then gave up in despair. But as he turned to come home, at the 
last possible second, a deer came through the swamp and he got his 
prize. 

Later Lee came in. Quietly, but I knew he was excited. He had just 
shot a buck back on the ridge, the biggest one that has been shot here. 

Bill went out with him to drag it in, and later Bruce and I walked 
up the road to meet them, I wrapped in my gay pareu and Bruce with 
his mother’s red plaid shirt for an overcoat, a big red cap with ^\'ide 
ear flaps, and stumpy, little boots. He looked cute and crazy, rather like 
Disney’s Dopey, except for his fresh, rosy little face. 

He is my favorite north woods guide, and very knowledgeable. He 
showed me tracks of deer and rabbit. “\Ve snared a big rabbit last winter- 
three inches long!” he said, his eyes wide and earnest. But he does not 
often make a mistake. His v^oodlorc is astounding, and whatever he 
knows he remembers in clear-cut pictures— no fnz.z.v, vague conceptions 
for Bruce. 

One of the Navy men lost his bearings up on tlie hills tonight, but 
the howling of the sled dogs brought him safely to port. Three men 
who took a boat dow n the lake w ith Indian guides brought in two does 
and a fawn. All the hunters were in high spirits tonight and high with 
spirits too. Over and over they told how' they got their deer, till I felt 
as if they had turned into so many parrots. Far into the night, mirth and 
song wafted through the woods from lighted cabins. 


November 23d 

I walked up the ridge w ith Lee, to sec the spot where he had shot 
his buck, through a bcautifu! zero morning w ith hoar frost deep on the 
trees. In my ski suit, hood, mittens, and boots, with no cracks at wrists 
or neck, I am like my own little house. 1 take off mv’^ mittens to get 
cool, as you’d open a wdndow'. 

We went through a silver w'orld wdth a turquoise sky around us. Up 
the ridge in the shadow, the frost was blue in the air like smoke, and on 
the crest the trees w ere frosted till they looked wrapped in w'hite fur. 
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The jackpines were all a shining silver, 
every tiny needle, not dark green and 
white as they are in snow, and huge frost 
crystals as wide as my thumb-nail tilted 
on the snow surface. 

The distances were rosy and faint 
lavender. Though the sun was low along the south hills all day, it shone 
warm on the ridge top, and the frost glinted in the air, falling around us 
in a light shower. The frosty trees in the vallej^s looked like white clouds 
resting there. 

Pine siskins looped through the poplars, which swayed purest 
white against the deep blue above them. We came upon two deer so 
absorbed in eating poplar leaves from a dead tree that we walked up 
almo.st on them before they dashed off in wild panic. 

On our evening walk wc found pine grosbeaks. A male, a radiant 
rose with strongly marked wing feathers, and females or immature 
birds of soft gray with orange on their heads and backs. They flew from 
one spruce top to another; their sweet, clear notes are the only real 
melody we have heard in the winter woods. 

Thanksgiving 

Raining, snowing, sleeting. 

Now' the country is left to its few' residents; the hunters have gone. 
The Kerfoots moved up into their owm cottage on the hill today and 
shut up the main lodge. Butchie went home. Lee says “no more playing”; 
he is settling down to his work. 

The moving took all day, and w'e just skipped Thanksgiving. 1 felt 
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a little homesick for the lodge kitchen and Butchie tonight. The low, log 
cottage, which Bill and Justine built themselves, is just right for two 
people, but the kitchen is very cramped for six, especially when two 
of them make up in speed and sound for what they lack in size! In the 
only clear space in the center of the room is a trapdoor, which leads 
down into the root cellar and furnace room, and through which Justine 
and Bill arc always disappearing and reappearing, like distraught ma- 
gicians. 

Tonight Lee was taking measurements of his buck’s head— he wants 
to make a wood carving of it— and Justine was cutting up a frozen doe 
in the cold kitchen of the lodge. Justine got a great kick out of the in- 
tricate measurements and calculations Lee made so that the carving 
v'ould have the exact proportions of the deer. Lee says it was quite 
a sight to see Justine, meat cleaver in hand, throw herself at that doe! 

But Justine, in spite of her liking for rigorous activities, isn’t at all 
masculine. Her boyishness is more an urchin’s— a gamin quality. She is 
very gentle with the children, and then the next minute she is perched 
on a chair back, talking as gruff and rough as any old trapper she is 
conversing with. But I’m beginning to have a dark suspicion that she 
is really a very sensitive person, tenderhearted and beauty loving, though 
she M ould die rather than admit it. 

Butchie is starting off tomorroM' to set her beaver traps. The beaver 
season is open in Ontario, though not in Minnesota. Butchie traps all 
winter. She has her own territory and trapping shack, as most of the 
Chippewas do. The canned supplies at these camps are kept from freez- 
ing by putting them in a gunny sack and loM^ering them into the u^ater 
under the ice, where they stay above freezing temperature. In the old 
days cranberries were stored in baskets and kept till spring in this way. 

Butchie’s cousin, Charlie Cook, is here to cut dead birches and aspens 
for wood this vdnter. The swing of his axe, so effortless and effective, 
is as beautiful to watch as dancing. Now I see why Lee groans when he 
.sees our city laborers chopping at trees. 

I wish the Indians would use their Chippewa names; Charlie doesn’t 
look at all like Charlie Cook! There used to be two ancient Indian women 
who lived across the lake in a birch-bark Mugwam- Mrs. Spruce and Mrs. 
Tamarack. 
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November 2‘]th 

Bits of snowstorms all day. The rabbit that lives next door is all 
w hite now with black eartips, trying to be an ermine. We have won- 
dered w^hy he did not wander away, but it seems that each rabbit has his 
own little territory. Sometimes one may stay a whole season within a 
radius of a hundred yards. 

The w'oodmice are living in our w oodbox now. One took over the 
top dresser draw^er till I found him there and gave him a scornful look 
that drove him out. I am almost sorry, for it is amazing to have a wild 
animal live in your dresser draw'er, and he is wild, as wild as a deer, and 
very cunning with his big ears and bright eyes and immaculate white 
vest and stockings. 

Now' the little creatures only scurry out at night, and they eat the 
queerest things, the soap wrappings, the w'hite flow'ers out of my blue 
Swiss scarf, the brim of Lee’s hat. One fell in the water pitcher, and Lee 
poured him out from the spout; he came forth looking very meek. I 
did not mind even that very much, they are such clean, woodsy little 
things. 


November 28th 

Mail day! I can’t begin to say how exciting mail is when it comes 
only once a week! People begin to arrive by breakfast time; the house 
gets fuller and fuller till it spills over. Today the Blankenburgs came in 
from Saganaga. 

They tried to find us the day we went to Schroeder, to join their 
bear hunt! At first I felt extremely disappointed to have mi.s.sed it. The 
bear was one that had annoyed them all summer, and last week when 
Mr. B. found its den in the rocks he poked his head in, pushing it almost 
into the bear’s face! Then they organized a bear hunt. 

Half a dozen of them lined up w’ith their rifles and Mr. B. poked the 
bear with a pole. It had to be prodded and peppered before it would 
even wake up. Finally one paw came forth from the cave’s mouth, and 
then the bear stumbled out, half asleep and blinking, to be shot. I am 
rather glad now that we w^ere not there. 

Lee has begun a panorama of Gunflint Lake from the hilltop w^e 
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climbed the other morning. It was too cold to sketch there— he almost 
froze his hand— but he made a few notes and is drawing from those. 


November ^oth 

After more snow it is warm again, and Justine and I decided to walk 
to the cliff top. Bruce begged to go along. He seemed very small to wade 
through the drifts we would find, but I remembered the stalwart way 
he hiked down the Trail with me. Justine, agreeing he could go, got out 
the tikinagan, the Indian cradleboard. 

Patty, wrapped in blankets, was laid on the board, tAvo deerskin flaps 
folded over her, and then she was laced in. Justine hoisted the board to 
her back, slipped her arms through shoulder straps (the Indians use a 
headband, called a tumpline), and we started out. 

Wt were all in high spirits at the crisp, sunny day, Bruce so de- 
lighted that he babbled like our brook from the time v c started till we 
got back. Patty was silent, except when she got too large a faceful of 
snow from hanging branches as we climbed the trail. 

When Justine saw a porcupine furrow she followed that up a steep 
and snowy slope, to where the beast had climbed straight up a rock face 
to its den. There she .stuck Patty’s tikinagan in the snow and skinned up 
the wall like a wildcat to the mouth of the den, w'here she balanced on 
a knob of root. “This is a darn nice den,” she called. 

“I w'ant to see!” said Bruce. Justine swung herself over a ledge, and 
Bruce got him.sclf up, clinging and clutching. I didn’t .see how I could 
possibly follow; with my mammoth boots I had no way of getting toe- 
holds. But if Bruce w'ent, w'ho was I to hang back? So up I went, terri- 
fied when I reached the knob and there was nothing to clutch. The den 
w^as a nice one, as dens go, w ith tw^o rooms and a bath down the hill. 

We all reached the high ledge by clinging to roots and twigs, in 
w^hich I had no faith, and then Justine w ent down a less precipitous way 
to pick up Patty. After that we climbed the “little cliff,” w hich gives 
a wonderful view' of lake and narrows and white hills. 

Spruce branches against brilliant blue and clouds of creamy laven- 
der tossed around us. Far off and far below on an ice -covered bay we 
could see a tiny figure crossing the ice on skis. 
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Bruce’s mittens were soaked wdth snow and we were warm from 
the climb, so we moved out of the wind into a snowy hollow, where we 
built a fire and hung our mittens up to dry. Patty yelled loudly until she 
was stuck in the drifts facing the fire, which flamed orange and vivid 
in the snow. Justine cut heaps of spruce boughs for cushions, and we 
sat there comfortably with squares of chocolate for afternoon tea. 
Branches, snow-laden, hung like curtains around us. 

“I never dreamed I could relax outdoors in winter weather,” I said 
lazily. 

“The whole thing is to play ivitb the weather, not fight it,” Justine 
said. “If it’s calm, w'c go out on the lake, if it’s w’indy we go back in the 
woods. ^ ou sec, we were chilled through on the cliff edge, but here it’s 
all right. 

“Another thing, people often w car winter clothes that are too tight. 
Thev^ need loose, light \\ool things and v\'indbreakers that are loppy. 
The skin needs to breathe. Lots of layers are far better than heavy gar- 
ments. When boots or rubber pacs are too cold w'e wear moccasins with 
lots of stockings. Often I do chores in my stocking feet if the snow is 
dry, and the layers of wool insulate me against the cold.” 

Bruce’s mittens were nearly dry and he dropped them in the fire, 
so we fished them out and started home. 

“^Vc’ll take another trail dowm,” Justine said, and started through 
the .spruces. A dark cliff hung over us. Under the trees we saw sheltered 
beds where deer had lain, the snow flattened and wwn aw^ay till the 
green moss shone through. We came to an edge of cliff that dropped 
straight dow n. “This is one place v\ c won’t go dow n,” I said cheerfully. 
So we did. 

Justine dropped over the edge wdth the baby on her back, swinging 
from one slim trunk to another, but Bruce and I slid, he with yips of de- 
light and I with a qualm at first and then wfith utter abandon. It was 
as much fun as tobogganing, only now I w as sliding straight dow'n from 
tree to tree w'ithout a sled. 

We scrambled rowdily on down through spruces, leaping and plung- 
ing as W'C liked, for the snowdrifts wxre sure to catch us. Halfway up 
the huge trunk of a white pine we saw a hole, freshly chiselled, made by 
a pileated woodpecker— one of the rare birds that make themselves win- 
ter domiciles. 
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December 2d 

All the resort ow ners seem to take to trapping in the winter, though 
they keep their amateur status. Bill went off before daylight to start his 
winter trapping line. He has a shack over on Bruce Lake, seven miles 
or so from here, and he departed on snowshocs with thirty-two steel 
traps, blankets, grub, utensils, repair outfit, and cans of rotten fish for 
lure (not allure) hung all over him. “Just a touch overweight,” he said. 
Justine says he must have been carrying a hundred pounds. 

I went down the ski trail this morning. Nine ravens circled overhead, 
croaking and creaking. Tw'o came by together, cooing in guttural affec- 
tion. Then they made odd liquid clucking notes which they varied with 
shrill cries. These northern ravens, far wilder birds than eagles, delight 
in winter living, and are found around the globe in Arctic countries. At 
one time it was feared they were vanishing from Minnesota, but we have 
seen them often this year. 

Justine has decided she must get the dogs in training. They have not 
been driven since last winter. She hitched three dogs today— Swede, a 
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natural lead dog, intelligent and dependable, but small and overconsci- 
entious; Whittles^ the beauty, young and inexperienced; and Egi-guk, a 
magnificent white Ajalamute from Alaska, trained as wheel dog. 

She got out the dog sled, which is very flexible and light, for a rigid 
sled would break under the strain on these rough trails. Then she un- 
chained Whittles from the lodge porch and, snapping his chain to the 
sled, helped him pull it up the hill to the dog kennels. 

Clamor broke loose. Such barking and howling and the wild, long 
u^ail— so wonderful to hear— from Egi-guk! All the dogs bounding in the 
air and straining at their chains— I never saw such fierce, flaming looks! 

Justine gave me Whittles’s chain to hold, while she fastened the sled 
to a stout post and then got Whittles’s harness on him. Half crazy with 
excitement, he kept getting his chain around my feet as he whirled. The 
noise was beyond bounds. These loud-voiced furies, leaping into the air, 
were far from my idea of tamed animals, but I liked watching Justine 
with them, she v as so intent and efficient. 

Swede’s harness on, he was unchained and snapped on the lead rope 
in front of Whittles. There he pulled forward, straining ahead and 
letting out one bark after another, like a car horn that had stuck. 

Egi went completely mad when he found he w'as to go. Egi’s whole 
pride is in going in the team. Once when he was unruly they took him 
off the sled. The punishment nearly broke his heart, and he has been de- 
pendable ever since. When he is left behind he chews down saplings in 
his tumultuous despair. 

The harnessed dogs, leaping about, tangled their pull ropes, but they 
did not fight. Justine straightened them out, got the sled in deep snow, 
and unsnapped the sled chain from the post. Bruce screamed, “Jus- 
tee-an! I want to go!” So she slung him on the sled, grabbed the handles 
in back, and called “Mush!” 

The dogs started. Rather slowly, surprisingly, but the snow was 
deep. They dragged dow n the hill into the road. There they dashed 
off over the east hill. I walked after them after ordering Ginger back to 
her puppies; she was all for following and making trouble. The team 
came back over the hill in orderly fashion. 

“Want a ride?” Justine asked. 

I sat dowm in the sled. The supports ran high on each side, so there 
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was no way of tumbling off voluntarily if our steeds ran away. Bruce 
sat on my lap. Justine called to the dogs and we started off. It was de- 
lightful, like mild tobogganing. The dogs paced along steadily— brown 
back, black-and-crcam back, white back, with fluffed waving tails, ahead 
of us. Justine, riding on the rear runners or trotting beside the dogs, en- 
couraged them constantly. “That’s the boy. Swede! Good work, Egi. 
Keep it up. Whittles! ” 

We swooped downhill, the sled hitting Egi’s heels, the dogs going 
faster and faster, then slowed to a w'alk on the upgrade. 

“Gosh, I’m proud of Whittles!’’ Justine said. “He’s really working. 
I didn’t think he had it in him.” 

The dogs were still joyous, but they grew tired before long. On a 
long hill they w'ould go more and more slowly till they came to a stop, 
then look around to sec why Justine didn’t order them ahead. 

Swede led the team to either side of the road at Gee or Haw, but 
when Justine wanted to turn them around and called, “Haw! Back!” 
they w'erc confused, and that we had to practice. Justine says that a 
dog behind the lead shows qualifications for leadership when he learns 
Gee and Haw^ himself, instead of following the leader. 

We went up a long hill. The dogs ate snow when we let them rest, 
but they weren’t panting hard. The day cleared, and big, creamy clouds 
shouldered up over the bare treetops. It was exhilarating to dash down 
the hill again. “If they just don’t see a deer, we’re O.K.,” Justine said. 
“And AVhittles is going to be all right!” 

Back toward the kennels, the other dogs set up their usual clamor, 
intensified, and our team came in docilely. Swede, good little Swede, 
was worn out; he lay down in the snow before his house. But Egi stood 
up proudl}' on the roof of his kennel and how led with pride. 

Lee asked Just at supper w^hat hitch she used. “We used to use 
double traces,” she said, “but the dogs don’t have much freedom that 
way, and w'e lost a dog once when the team broke through the ice. So 
now we use a center rope wdth the dogs’ harness clipped to it. Each dog 
is pretty much on his owm that way, and you can see if anyone is a 
slacker. There’s another hitch used in the Arctic, w'here each dog pulls 
on a rope directly from the sled, but that would never work in the 
woods.” 
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“When did you break through the ice?” I asked her. 

“Oh, we were on a camping trip and the dogs ran away and the ice 
broke under them. I went out to get them and broke through too. Then 
Bill came out to get me. He wriggled out flat on the ice and got hold of 
me, but I wouldn’t let go of the dogs and he couldn’t get us all out. In- 
stead, he went in! Then he broke ice till his feet hit bottom, got his 
footing, and pulled us all ashore. But the dogs had been struggling all 
the time and one was pushed under and drowned. Yes, it was pretty cold 
weather; we had quite a time drying out.” 

It is below zero at night. It seems as natural now to take our snowy 
path from the cottage through the dark woods to our cabin as to go 
down our own hallway in New York. Tonight the thin ice along the 
shore made little tinkling sounds, like the glass wmdbclls that used to 
ring on summer nights in our porch at home, and a crescent moon was 
hung just over our chimney. 


December 3d 

A south M'ind this morning! Our lake will never freeze at this rate, 
and we want to see it freeze over. 

This afternoon with the dogs was not the complete triumph we 
scored yesterday. Justine took the other three, all inexperienced, with 
Gus as leader. I mistrusted Gus. He’s a big yellow brute wdth black 
triangles for eyes, and he looks devil-ridden and shifty. I thought firmly 
to myself, ^'Nothing will induce me to go out w'ith him.” 

Wolf next. The most unlike a w'olf of any of the dogs, he is gentle 
and unassuming. Loppy was w heel dog; he is quiet but his eyes have a 
fanatical look. The team didn’t compare with yesterday’s. 

As they wxre being harnessed, CjUS kept growding in his throat, w'hile 
the others looked apprehensive. 

“Are you going?” Bruce asked me. 

“Not today,” I said. 

“I w on’t either.” 

“Florence, will you be ballast,” Justine called, “wdiile I get them 
down to the road?” So on I climbed; Bruce hopped in beside me. 

We started with a violent jerk, flew through the snow*, and swerved 
into the road. The next thing I knew' I w'as trying to get my head above 
a snow'drift. Bruce w'as intact, the sled lay upside down, the three dogs 
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were one snarling, furious mass, and Justine was beating them with a 
heavy stick. 

I was frightened. I’d never seen a real dog fight, and this one was far 
too fierce and bloody. Justine grabbed Gus by the collar and threw him 
toward us— quite a feat for a small person, but she is made of steel spring. 
I was still tangled in the sled and I feared Gus would mistake me for 
another dog and start a fight with me. Bruce was up, half crying, half 
enthralled. Gus leaped back into the fray, but Justine kicked him away 
and hauled Loppy off. 

Wolf lay still on the snow. I thought he was dead, but Justine patted 
him and encouraged him till he got on his feet again. Loppy’s harness 
broke and he ran away. We all took a deep breath and looked at one 
another. 

“Not so good a start,” Justine said. 

She lined Wolf up behind Gus. “I’ll see what the pair of them can 
do.” She started them down the road, Bruce and I following. Then 
Loppy appeared on the crest of the hill. 

“Can you hold these two a minute?” Justine asked me. “If they start 
to run, jump on the back runners.” Oh yes, I thought, and then I’ll be 
going along for the ride. Fine! 

However, I held on, while Justine sauntered up to Loppy and got 
her hands on his harness. Then she hauled him by main force back to 
the sled. “My heavens, she’s going on with it,” I realized. 

“Look, F.,” she said, “will you sit in the sled till I get them going?” 

I looked at Gus. “All right,” I said, and sat down. “I want to go,” 
Bruce decided. “Climb aboard,” Justine called. “Mush!” 

Nothing happened. Gus growled and Loppy gazed dreamily at the 
landscape. “You ornery pups!” Justine shouted, “Get goin’!” No re- 
sponse. 

“Damn fools!” Justine muttered. “Come on, you!” She started down- 
hill and they followed, Gus veering perversely and Wolf leaning like a 
faded flower. 

“By the liyin’ jimmies, what a sight! ” Just cried. She ran down the 
road and they followed. Loppy tangled in his harness for the third time, 
and Justine made Wolf wheel dog. No sooner did she put Loppy second 
than he and Gus flew at each other. Just grimly relined them as they 
were before. 
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“Mush now she yelled. They didn’t bother to look around. “Mush, 
you blazin’ hounds!’’ She ran ahead. It ^^as bitterly cold. Bruce and 1 
looked for tracks in the snow, bur it was hard to take an interest when 
the last thing we wanted to see just now was a deer. Finally the sled 
turned around and w'e struggled back again. 

Suddenly it w as different. Gus’s tail w as up at an arrogant angle, the 
cockiest curl I ever saw', and he was stepping. Wolf was trotting along 
steadily, and Loppy was going so well that the sled didn’t strike his 
legs. “Good dogs! Now you’re loggin’! Yippee!’’ We wx-nt sailing home. 


December ^tb 

Bill is still awa\- and Lee is deep in picturing a fight betw cen two 
bucks. He took a half day off this afternoon and we w'alked to the 
beaver pond. Justine took yesterday’s dogs out again, for it is necessary 
to drive the dogs regularly to toughen them. Bruce, and 'Patr\' in her 


tikinagan, went along. Patty did fall upside down off the sled, but the 
headbar on the tikinagan caught her and she wasn’t hurt. Gus threatened 
Justine a couple of times, something no other dog has ever done. 


December ^th 

Justine, Bruce, and I set up a trap line and rabbit snares today. I hope 
Bill won’t resent us, as the early trappers did their rivals. Alexander 
Henry wrote in 1775, “At the Grand Portage, I found the fur traders 
in a state of extreme reciprocal hostility, each pursuing his interests in 
such a manner as might most injure his neighbor.” 

We went along the black brook through the snowy cedar swamp. 
Ginger and the puppies, determined to join the expedition, were diffi- 
cult to discourage. 

Justine set the first trap where she found a mink’s tracks crossing the 
brook. Anchoring the trap to a log, she stuck a stick through a frozen 
herring and into the ground. Then she built a little cubby over it against 
the tree trunk, with sticks set close together, on each side, so that a mink 
could enter only from the front. Balsam boughs were w'oven through 
the sticks. 

Next she made a rabbit snare, a loop of thin wire with a running 
knot, which dangled from a low branch and was spread out by thin 
twigs, in a rabbit’s runway. It is delicate work to arrange the twigs so 
that they will keep the circle open and yet not interfere with the loop 
w'hen it draws tight. 

Justine bounded back and forth across the brook like a rabbit, and 
Bruce fell into so many holes I told him he was a holey terror, but he 
struggled on undaunted, even crossing the brook on logs hidden in deep 
snow, with Justine’s encouragement. She never stops him in his adven- 
turous experiments, she simply tells him the best way to manage them. 

Under a big fallen spruce, its network of dead twigs a snowy maze, 
Justine set two traps along the brook in the only place an animal could 
run by. I made a rabbit snare, v^orking under Bruce’s critical eye, and 
after I finished with a sigh of relief, he made me do it all over again. 
Justine called from ahead, “You can make a cubby here.” So when I 
finished my snare I w'ent to the pine where the trap and bait lay. I set 
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up sticks, I wove balsam, I made a roof to keep off the snow. I felt quite 
proud of it, though perhaps it was not as compact as Justine’s. 

I made another snare. It was snowing hard by now, but I managed 
to get a perfect circle. Then Bruce informed me the loop was too big 
and stood by till I made it smaller. After that I made the second cubby, 
with Bruce telling me v'hen I got the sticks too far apart and how to 
weave the balsam closer. 

“You know somepin?” he said, “You haven’t set the trap.’’ 

“Justine did that,’’ I said assuredly. 

“It’s not set. It isn’t spread open and that little thing ought to be up.’’ 

“Now, Bruce,’’ I said patiently, “Justine knows I can’t set a trap. 
She’s taken care of it, darling.” And having finished the cubby to my 
satisfaction, I went on, Bruce giving me up in despair and dashing ahead 
of me. We came home as Justine came out with buckets of dog food. 

“Jus-tee-an! ” Bruce shouted. '‘‘‘Did you set that last trap?” 

“You did, didn’t you?” I said unconcernedly. 

“Hell, no,” said Justine. “Didn’t you?” 

“Why, I don’t know how to set traps!” I said. “How would I? I 
just built the cubbies. That’s what you said to do.” 

“Jumpin’ jimmies! you’re a fine trapper! Those la.st three were yours.” 

“ThreeV' I cried. 

“Sure, I just tossed the traps down by a tree, that’s all I did.— Well,” 
she said resignedly, “I’ll go back after I feed Ferdinand.” 

“I told you to set them,” Bruce said, accusingly. 

“Everyone i.sn’t born knowing how to set traps,” I said airily. But 
I was quite downca.st; for a brief hour I had felt so initiated. 

Bill got home from his trapping line tonight and the Kerfeet spent 
a happy evening insulting me. Why shotdd I know, I argued; I’d never 
even set a mousetrap. 

With that, Ju.stine took me in hand and made me set a trap, though 
I felt no thirst for the knowledge. The steel jaws came together with 
such violence they made me shiyer, and with the whole family ordering 
me what to do ydth each hand and finger I didn’t have time to under- 
stand why I was doing it. I was the despair of Justine; she looked at me 
as I’d look at a person who didn’t know how to open a book and couldn’t 
learn. “How can anyone be this dumb?” she wailed. 

Surreptitiously I took a trap home with me and got Lee to explain it. 
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December 6th 

I practiced setting the trap. It does frighten me, for Lee is so sure 
I’ll snap off a finger, but I cannot be disgraced in trapping circles. So 
finally, all alone in my little cabin, I set it. It is so ridiculously simple a 
baby could understand it. 

When we went out on our trapping line again the first trap was 
sprung, and while Justine w ent back to get her knife I set it. Whoopla! 
She laughed at me for my look of profound pride. 

We hitched up five dogs this afternoon. Justine wanted to take the 
whole six, but after Bill heard that Gus had threatened her, he said he’d 
rather she left him off. I felt the same way. The other five w'ere an 
angelic quintet, but I think Justine w'as disappointed to miss the battle 
with Gus. 

Bill helped us today by hanging <)n to the sled for our start, and we 
made the curve to the road without a spill. The dogs started off like 
lambs. Whittles, tied to the lead rope so he couldn’t hang back, behaved 
beautifully, and even Wolf w'cnt wdth a swung. Wc could feel today that 
we had excess power. 

The day w^as like a crisp apple, the white road was barred with 
brightest azure, and the dogs’ furry shadow s, bright blue too, sped along 
beside us. 

The dogs ran freely, their harness bells jingling. Even uphill they 
w^ent buoyantly. Once they stopped dead, but it was because they 
scented a deer on the hill. All five heads turned alertly at the same instant, 
ears up, noses twitching. They were a beautiful frieze against the snow. 

The pure line of hilltop, the dark spruces cutting sharply again.st the 
flawless green sky, made me want to shout. But it w^as icy cold. Bruce 
and I walked up two long hills to w^arm our feet and give the dogs a 
rest. Whittles w^as lagging deplorably now, and Swede pulled him as w'ell 
as the sled. But on the home stretch w'e had speed again. 

Late last night I w'ent out wuth Lee to take a long w'alk. In the bright 
moonlight we went far down the Gunflint Trail and back by the ski 
track. It was perfectly still. I love the deep silence of the midwinter 
woods. It is a stillness you can rest your w'hole weight against. Not the 
light silence of summer, constantly broken by the sound of leaves, bird- 
song, the scurry of little beasts, and the hum of insects. This stillness is 
so profound you are sure it will hold and last. 
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The trees stood without movement, and the white snow glittered 
with bright gold specks from the half-moon. Our narrow path led 
through black spruces decorated w ith arabesques of w hite. The night w'as 
only pleasantly cold. 

We had seen many deer tracks but no deer. “I know,” 1 said. “You 
go through the cedars along the shore, and I’ll keep to the road. One of 
us may scare a deer toward the otlicr.” “I’d just figured that our too,” Lee 
said, and went dow n through a clearing. 

I kept along the white lane. The stillness was absolute. Was this 
really I, in a winter forest alone at midnight? It was a strange liberty to 
feel so disembodied in this mistv glimmer. Suddenly I heard a faint 
crackle, very faint, and stopped short. 

Out betw een the inky spruces leaped two deer. They took the road 
in one great floating bound and curved up the hill between slim aspens. 
They w'ere so light, so noiseless, they might have been phantom deer. 
They seemed so fabulous they might haye been unicorns. 


December jth 

Lee is the trapper, after all. He caught a shrew in a mousetrap. This 
smallest quadruped is only as big as two thimbles, and certainly doesn’t 
look like the most bloodthirsty bca.st in existence! Its plush fur is white 
underneath, its eyes are set far down its long, sensitiye nose, it has cocky 
w^hiskers and the tiniest feet— insect feet. 

Bill started out for his trapping shack again, carrying a huge roll of 
tar paper. A bear had been curious about the cabin and climbed on the 
roof, smashing the stove pipe and ripping off the roof covering. 

Justine let me try the snow-shoes she’s been repairing. I’ve never been 
on snowshoes before, and of course I would try them on our trapping 
line, which is all brush and tangles, w-ith never an inch of level space. 
“Just let yourself go loose and loppy,” Justine said. “Don’t try to lift 
the snowshoes; they’re balanced for the tails to drag. Otherwise, walk 
as you always do— no longer steps. Only, when you stop, put one foot 
in front of the other, so you won’t trip yourself when you start out 
again.” 

Bruce and I started out. I made fine progress when I concentrated on 
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my feet, but not when I thought about traps or the intelligent answers 
Bruce insists on having to his multitudinous questions. 

At the huge fallen log one trap was sprung but the other was all right, 
and I decided not to disturb the set-up. As we turned away, a weasel’s 
head darted up, then the whole little animal curved up over the snowy 
log. It was as white as the snow it stood on, except for the black tail tip 
that makes it ermine. It looked at us with its smooth, small head up- 
raised; its curving, wicked grace had an intense fascination. It looked so 
dangerous that I was very thankful it wasn’t a larger animal. Suddenly, 
with no apparent flicker of movement, it vanished. It was as if a snow- 
flake melted. 

Justine said to Bruce later, “How did she get along on her snow- 
shoes?” 

“She was pretty slow,” he said. “She failed down two or eight times.” 

It’s very cold, but Patty runs out in the snow barefooted, with only 
her diaper and little shirt on. She also stands on the tray of her high 
chair, balancing like a circus rider and waving her toast debonairly in the 
air. She cats ashes, and corn meal from the dogs’ pail, and coffee and 
dough, yet she has as pink checks and bright brown eyes as any super- 
sanitary baby. 


Dece7nher loth 

Up in the dark and over to breakfast through a snowy gale. The 
wind howling like a werewolf across the lake and w'hole drifts blowing 
about made the Kerfoot cottage with its orange windows glittering be- 
hind icicles look very inviting. '"'Nobody can make me go outdoors to- 
da)%” 1 told myself. 

As Justine and I wxrc having our usual after-breakfast coffee before 
doing the dishes, Lee came in. “Come out and sec this wind!” he urged. 

Dawn was coming. Scarlet argosies careened across a yellow sky 
over the black w’atcr. There was a great noise of wind-lashed trees. I 
ran home to put on heavier clothes and then pushed against the rush of 
air, down to the lake. 

The ice floes, blown from the frozen bays, were crackling against 
our shores. I could hardly stand against the wind. When I took shelter 
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behind the drifts at the lake’s edge, one step would be clear, at the next 
I’d go in to mv waist. Tears blinded me. 

When I could sec at all, it was worth the struggle. Magnetic Bay, 
which was frozen over, looked as if it were a plain filled with geysers; 
the sno-w swept straight up in whirling columns. Big triangles and blocks 
of ice \\ ere hurled up on our shore. Down the bay the white birches on 
the white hills w ere swept over almost to the blue-black water. Occa- 
sionally the wind gave a piercing scream. 

The sun came over the hill ju.st as I got back to our cabin, frozen, 
gasping, and breathless. Do you know m hat the husband who had been 
so eager for me to sec the wind w'as doing? Sitting at ease by the ^ arm 
stove, making a drawing of it! 

Today Ferdinand fell off the dock, trying to get a drink. After 
rescuing him, though why she bothered I don’t know, for he onlv went 
to eating snowshoes, Justine baked bread. She wraps it in oiled paper and 
puts it in the cupboard outside the door to freeze; when it is thawed it’s 
like fresh bread. The bacon and ham are in boxes on the porch roof, 
and woodpeckers and chickadees are always investigating them, while 
I remember the hairv v'oodpcckcr’s tongde. 

Indoor w ork is .so unnatural to Justine that to see her keeping house 
is just like having a wild deer in the kitchen. At any minute I expect her 
to strike out with small hoofs, leap through the w'indow% and disappear 
into the wmods! 
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December 12th 

Bruce was very funny at breakfast. Evidently the flf)od of adult 
conversation has begun to bore him, and he is determined to have his 
turn. “You know somepin?”— his favorite opening— and “Just a minute. 
Bill!” in the reproving tone Bill sometimes employs, “Par’n me, Vm 
talking.” And, “Remind me to tell you about my beaver when I finish 
this story.” He caught a beaver last spring when he w as just four, and 
skinned it himself; there are movies to prove it. His eyes grow very 
round when he tells an adventure, his long lashes curl with excitement, 
and his cheeks get brilliant. 

This kitchen is very small for six in the family, and when you add 
a few guests, Ferdinand with his head in the door in an attempt to get a 
drink from our water barrel, and the cat and puppies roving in and out, 
it is full to repletion. 

Sometimes when this happens, and Patty, after sitting comfortably 
in the bucket of ashes, splatters raspberry jam on w'alls and chairs and 
throws her cereal on the floor; when Bruce’s wad of clay and his cher- 
ished beaver claw's get mixed in with the crackers and cheese, and some 
socks lie on the ham and the dogs’ pail of com meal and scraps comes 
perilously near to boiling over into the soup, I w ant to give a loud scream 
and rush out into the middle of a vast, open, empty plain. 

But usually the kitchen is a gay little place, and we have such a good- 
time at the table that we linger over every meal as if it were our last. 
Certainly we couldn’t have been luckier in finding congenial hosts. 
When we considered this winter, one of the things I wondered about 
was how w'e’d find enough to talk about for such a length of time, with 
strangers. But we never have any difficulty here! 

And I certainly have the greatest respect for what the women living 
on the Trail accomplish. Everything takes so long, dressing, building 
fires, getting w-ood, carrying water, baking bread. When Bill is gone, 
Justine also has the light plant and the animals to look after. The laundry 
takes forever, for all the water has to be carried in pails from the lake. 

Sometimes w^hen all this gets too overpowering, Justine gets glowery 
— owly, she calls it. Thunderclouds much too big for her hang Jovelike 
about her brow and fall down over her straight nose. She looks like Patty 
then, and gets over her black mood just as quickly. 
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December i^th 

Twenty below, and a fierce north wind. This is the coldest kind of 
weather you can have, Justine says; subzero temperatures aren’t so bad 
if it’s calm. Still the lake is not frozen, though it’s been cold enough for 
many days now; the \vind is too strong to allow' it. 

It is very interesting to me to hear about these lake temperatures. It 
seems that all summer the main mass of lake water is motionless, only 
the surface water being moved by the wind and current. But as the sur- 
face gets colder in the fall, there are vertical currents, the cold surface 
water sinks, the lower w^ater rises until the w'hole lake is cold, and then 
the surface freezes. Here it usually freezes around the tenth of Decem- 
ber, and we are getting very impatient! 

We now have to carry water from the dock, where a watcrholc is 
kept open. To my surprise, the barrel stove keeps our cabin perfeeth' 
comfortable. I’ve grow'ii very fond of our little .stove; it does not even 
seem ugly any more. The knowledge that we can live happily in this 
one-room cabin is a fine acquisition. 

Our doorknobs freeze to our hands, so I made them little shirts of red 
cheesecloth, to Bruce’s amusement. This is his fifth birthday, by the way. 
He said last night, “Justine, when are you going to make the birthday?” 
He has never had anyone to ask to a birthday party, so he thinks the 
cake is the birthday. 

Mr. Stapleton just called on the phone and Just w as very .sympathetic. 
“Hell, that’s a shame!” she kept saying. Hanging up, she said offhand- 
edly, “George has been chasing a wolf all yesterday and today. It got 
aw^ay with his trap and toggle, and today after chasing the thing around 
three lakes he found the trap with one toe in it, right at his lodge! He’s 
.so mad I didn’t dare kid him.” Just as if hunting a wolf two days in this 
w eather were a most ordinary occupation! 


December 14th 

The lake has frozen at last. Now we are in deep winter. 

The w ind blew hard all last night, but at some time there must have 
been a few' minutes’ lull, for when we left the Kerfoots after a spirited 
game of Chinese checkers and eleven o’clock coffee, the lake was a white 
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expanse. It has been at freezing temperature for so long that a short 
respite from the wind was enough. The Kerfoots say they have never 
known it to freeze over all at once like this; usually one end is frozen 
hard while you can still use a boat at the other. 

This morning we rose at eight with bright moonlight streaming in 
our west window, the moon high in the sky. It is twenty-nine below! 
Justine gave me moccasins to wear over three pairs of socks. Oh, the 
lovely free feeling, to get out of those heavy boots! It is like going bare- 
foot, only pleasanter. 

When we went over to breakfast, “Thirty below!” I cried, as we 
tripped over puppies and brushed Ferdinand aside to get into the warm 
kitchen. 

“Twenty-nine,” Lee corrected. 

“Oh, Lee\” I said. “Let’s talk in round numbers— thirty sounds so 
?mch more interesting!” 

“As a matter of fact,” he said, unrelenting, “the mercury has divided. 
It’s probably not quite twenty-nine.” So ever since he has called it 
tw enty-eight below, in spite of maledictions and entreaties. 

With great trepidation, I went out on our trap line. It was too cold 
for Bruce, which shows how^ really courageous I w'as. Bv the lake the 
wind was so keen I realized the w'ord “deadly” w'as no exaggeration. It 
stung even inside my forehead. I felt it against my eyeballs inside the lids. 

The frost is so deep on the trees, it is uncanny. Every bit of land- 
scape-spruces, cedars, pines— is dead w'hite, and every twig is heavy with 
frosted crystals. These frosted trees have an exact purity, whereas snow 
gives them a blurred, softened look. Now every detail is emphasized, 
every line precise. 

The little entrances of burrows are now lovely things, all hung wdth 
enormous frost feathers w'here the warmer air of the tunnel meets the 
cold; entrancing doorw'ays to a secret world. I wonder if I w^ould ever 
get bored with the outdoors here! It never seems even commonplace. I 
am conscious of strange, vivid life all around me; I move through its 
mystery. 

The rabbits seem to have had dances in the bright moonlight, flitting 
in the most airy manner on their big, fluffy feet; their tracks show in- 
credible bounds across the ice-bound brook. Our lovely trap line seems 
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to be a series of feeding stations for mink and mice. I’m certain my joy 
in it would be spoiled if we ever caught anything, but that is a dark 
secret. I am reasonably conscientious about repairs; it is only occasionally 
that I deliberately put the herring in a harmless spot. 

When I came home, relieved at still possessing my fingers and toes 
Lee was working on paintings of South Sea birds, from skins sent him 
from the museum. Red and yellow parrots, fruit pigeons with violet 
and rosy feathers, brilliant honey eaters-such a tropic array, with icicles 
outside and the lake groaning and booming! Butchie and Bobby, who 
came over by dog sled to .see us, were fascinated by the strange birds; 
Butchie handled them with adoring fingers. 
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December i ^th 

The coldest morning yet. The lake was so cold it looked dead, and 
the sky was as empty of color as a glass of w’ater, except for the faintest 
tinge of rose in the north. The puppies came in frosted like little cakes, 
and the cat had the most grotestiue expression with heavy white eye- 
brows and masterful whiskers. W'hen I put on my snowshoes and walked 
down the road the lake gave out great clangs like an enormous gong. Egi 
w'as up on his kennel, howling w’ith his nose to the sky; his breath, going 
straight up, froze in the air. 


December i6th 

Up to zero— really comfortable again. Why, I can remember a time 
at Ciunflint when 1 thought zero was chilly! Justine, w'ith an axe to 
test the ice, went across the lake to meet George, who wanted something 
for his beaver trapping. 

I followed her tracks later in the day. It gave me a wonderful feeling 
of freedom to get out on that vast level expanse in moccasins! The reason 
the lake is so pure a white is that the ice is covered with frost crystals 
almost like sphagnum moss, lovely to sec and delicate to w'alk on. They 
do not crunch loudly as the snow docs now; it is a more fragile sound. 
I felt I’d never want to stop walking on them. Near shore they were 
clustered like little shuttlecocks of swan feathers. Here the cedars cast 
lavender shadow’s, and across them a line of fox tracks ran. 


December iph 

Charlie Olsen w as bobbing for fish, so I said to ju.stine, “Can’t we 
trv?” On land the wind was w arm and gusty, but Justine streaked off to 
the center of the lake, and w hen w e got out from the shelter of the land 
the w ind w as bitter. Bruce blcv\’ like a leaf across the ice. 

Justine had a long ice chisel w’ith which she chipped through the 
black ice to make a hole in which Bruce bobbed his fishlinc up and 
down. I chipped a hole, scooping the icy chips from the water with my 
hands— the coldest thing I ever did— and Justine made herself one. The 
wind swept right through us; a wdndbreaker was a misnomer. 
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On some lakes they drag out little fishhouses on runners, and fish in 
those, using a five-pronged spear. I certainly wished we were trying that 
(a stove is part of the equipment) as Justine told me to crouch low, to 
make a ball of myself so that I would not be so vulnerable to the wind. It 
was too cold to stay long, and we went home fishless. Charlie had caught 
five large pike and presented us with one. The wind pressure has broken 
the ice near his place, he says; there is a crack eighteen feet wide. 

Late in the afternoon we drove to Loon Lake to pick up Bill, who 
was helping the Stapletons with their ice (all these resorts harvest ice 
for summer use) in return for George’s help with the wood. People are 
really neighbors on the Trail! 

At Loon Lake steep hills slanted to the circle of white lake, and a 
little clump of buildings stood deep in snow. Big blocks of transparent 
turquoise were in long rows along the shore, the square of water from 
which this ice had been cut was a shimmering, greenish black, and 
around it people in bright costumes were scattered, the men cutting 
and dragging the squares of ice, the girls fishing in the open water. The 
colors were so fresh and clear, the crystal air showed each least detail so 
perfectly, the scene gave the effect of a Persian miniature. 

The ice here was seventeen inches thick, and they were cutting the 
cakes almost square. Sometimes the men sawed ahead of them, and some- 
times they put the saw between their feet and sawed backward; they 
were less likely to slip that way. 

The cakes were put in the icehouse exactly as they were taken from 
the water, so they fitted without any air spaces. After the ice is in, saw- 
dust is packed around the sides and top to insulate it. Some people use 
the sphagnum moss instead of sawdust. 


December ipth 

We awoke to the booming of the lake, a symphony performed en- 
tirely by kettledrums. Clouds v^ere galloping through the treetops. We 
found fresh tracks, sharply cut, where a doe and a fawn had walked 
around our cabin in the night, perhaps trying to see us, just as we try 
to see them. 

We had planned to go over to the trapping shack with Bill today, 


82 



but he had to go to town to see a dentist about a tooth, and didn’t get 
home till midnight. 

His car stuck eleven times in the drifts, trees blew across the Trail, 
and in town the car broke down and it took four hours to locate a 
mechanic. The tooth had to be pulled. On the way home Bill found the 
telephone wire down; while he repaired that, the car froze up. “Ah me,” 
he said blithely, “you have to have one of these days every winter. Now 
this is behind me! ” 

We made an interesting discovery today. The hairy woodpecker that 
has been drilling so industriously at the outdoor cupboard changed his 
drilling place as Justine moved the meat from lower to upper shelf. 
Ornithologists have been undecided whether he locates grubs by sense 
of smell or hearing; this seems definite proof of a sense of smell. 


December 21st 

The shortest day of the year. 

“Fifteen below,” Bill said, coming in to breakfast. 

“It must be dropping,” said Lee. “I made it fourteen.” 

“Now listen!” I cried. “You stop belittling our temperatures! It’s 
fifteen with a fierce wind, and somebody told me you can take off thirty 
degrees for that, so it’s really forty- five below!” 

“You can’t record temperature that way,” Lee said severely, “you 
go by the thermometer.” 

“Not me,” I told him. “I’m scientific; I take everything into con- 
sideration! ” 

In whatever temperature it was, wc started off with Bill to the 
trapping shack. Nobody seemed to think we shouldn’t, so we went. 

I dressed in my heaviest clothes and went to ask Justine whether 
I should wear moccasins or boots. She looked me over. “Now,” she 
said, “this is not going to be any sissy-pants trip. You’ll be all right if 
everything you wear is all right; otherwise not.” 

So she took me in hand. She gave me her extra pair of wool pants, 
which were lined, and insisted I wear her rubber pacs, which are 
smaller than my outsize ones and not so clumsily shaped, with one pair 
of long wool stockings and three pairs of heavy wool socks, besides felt 
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innersoles. She said my ski Jacket was no good, for it had a wind- 
breaker lining and the m ooI outside did nothing to keep me warm. Be- 
sides, the jacket was tight-fitting. So we discarded that, and I wore 
my plaid shirt tucked in and her shirt loosely over it, as a jacket. Then 
my light windbreaker parka over all. Wool mittens with leather over- 
mittens, a stocking cap and scarf. Snowshoes, the light packsack. There 
1 was. I could still move. 

Two men who were clearing the Trail of fallen trees gave us a lift 
to the Rib Lake Trail. Getting out of the truck there and putting on 
our snowshoes, I felt a little apprehensive, for the road crew had seemed 
slightly surprised at our outing, but as soon as we got under way I for- 
got all my fears. 

In the deep w oods, av'ay from the savage wind, the day was glori- 
ous. The low sun (which we see for only six hours now) cast a pale 
gold light on the snow, as if it were sunset instead of midday. The snow 
lav about us unmarred except for the myriads of animal tracks, some 
casual, some denoting a deadly purpose, others only queer little irrele- 
vancies. I enjoyed venturing into this region of unseen life. 

On a little lake. Bill had placed a fox trap on a big beaver house, 
since a fox likes to stand on an eminence to survey the landscape for his 
prey, and we looked at that and at a series of mink traps. Then we came 
to pine forest. 

This was real adventure, snowshoeing into deep winter. And I was 
relieved that I was getting along so well on my snowshoes. I had read 
of agonizing cramps from them. But Bill said that was from walking 
too tensely. So when I grew tired I walked with an extreme loppiness, 
and that rested me. 

Up along a cliff. Bill stopped to fasten the parka hood close about 
his face. 

“We’re coming to the lake?” Lee asked. 

“That’s right. It’s a mile across the lake after we go down the cliff 
here. Sit on the tails of your snowshoes and slide!” 

It sounded impossible, but it was fun, though I tangled with a small 
spruce at the bottom. The lake really did look menacing with the snow 
whirling across it. “It’s not more than a mile,” Bill repeated. 

A mile in the face of that wind! “Here we go!” Until now. Bill had 
swung along easily, slow but steady; now he really struck out. 
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The wind cut us with icy whips. I wrapped my face in my scarf, but 
my panting soon made the scarf a veil of ice. Tears blinded me. When 
I took off a mitten to get a handkerchief my hand got stiff before 
I could get the mitten on again. Lee tried to take a picture, but the 
camera shutter wouldn’t click and his hands almost froze. “Keep mak- 
ing faces,” he yelled at me. “Keeps the circulation going there.” 

Bill stopped behind a point that jutted into the lake to look at a 
trap, and we staggered after him. “We niade ’er!” he said. “Just another 
jog now.” 

What a psychologist! For we started out with renewed vigor. The 
jog was far longer than I’d expected, but we were in the lee of an 
island for awhile. Then a last sprint across a white channel and we 
reached the shelter of pines. 

“Whew, that was something, huh?” Bill asked us. 

But I feel as if I’d won a battle, I thought. There was a triumphant 
spirit about us. I’d far rather fight this wind and cold, I decided, than 


86 


shop in Christmas mobs all day and go home on the subway in the 
rush hour! 

It was deep forest on this point, and late afternoon. Only a few 
spots of gold sun shone down through the dark shadows. Suddenly, 
“There she is,” said Bill. The trail curved, and in a little hollow, shel- 
tered by pines, stood the smallest log cabin I ever saw. 

“She’s down in a hollow, you see, sheltered from the wind. Seven by 
nine, that’s all she is!” The cabin had one window, a small door, and a 
little stovepipe sticking cockily from the low roof. Bill ushered us inside. 

The three of us could get in, but if two wanted to move the third had 
to sit on the bunk. This was a double bunk of split jackpine poles, with a 
single bunk above it, so you could sit on the lower and use the upper as a 
backrest. A tiny table was nailed against the wall and the smallest stove 
in the world stood in one corner. The remaining space was about three 
feet square. 

“We’ll have coffee first,” Bill said hospitably, “then I’ll get balsam 
for the bunks.” 

“I love to gather balsam,” I said. “Let me do that.” 

“What queer ideas people have of pleasure!” Bill marveled. “It seems 
to me I’ve spent my life rushing around after balsam in the dark. Better 
put on your moccasins, while I make the fire; it will rest you to get your 
boots off.” 

I took off my boots, which \vere coated inside with ice. My socks and 
feet, however, were warm and dry. “Is it balsam, not spruce?” I asked. 
“"Wouldn’t the round spruce make a thicker mat than the flat balsam?” 

“Lady, spruce needles needle right through your blankets. I haven’t 
any eiderdown sleeping bag for myself; you get me balsam.” 

We had sandwiches and strong hot coffee, and felt very snug. When 
we found that the dirt floor was white with frost and scattered drops of 
water stood up on it like white peppermints, we made footstools from 
sticks of stove wood. 

Bill walked down to the lake to chop a waterhole, Lee went to chop 
wood, and in the snowy forest I picked balsam boughs to my heart’s 
content. I brought a large armload in just as Bill came with the water. 

“Know how much we need? Just ten times that!” he said. 

“You can’t make me mad. I love the smell and feel and look of 
balsam.” 
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“There’s an easy ^\ ay to carry it, though. See this stick with a fork 
near the bottom? Just stack the boughs on it, one above another— the 
fork keeps them from slipping off. You can carry a lot that way.” 

The sunset glittered in bits of gold and red through the thick pine 
branches, and then it was dark. Our shack looked tinier than ever, 
rather like a good little teakettle with the smoke rising like steam from 
its spout. 

Inside we had a delightful atmosphere of candlelight, one candle 
balancing on a shelf, the other on a slab stuck in the wall. We padded 
the bunks deep u’ith balsam and laid boughs on the frosted floor. Ice 
had already formed in the u ater pail next to the stove. 

Dinner was soon ready. Such a minute .stove, and yet 1 made hot 
spaghetti (from a can, but good) with tomato sauce and cheese, bacon, 
buttered carrots (dehydrated), and chocolate pudding. Because of the 
smallness of the stove, we had to have after-dinner coffee, but that 
only lent an air of elegance to the occasion. 

The wind u'as rising outside, its roar grew' louder and louder. We 
played cards and managed to stay half aw ake till nine o’clock. 

Going to bed w asn’t difficult. Wc just took off our boors. I w^ent 
to sleep as soon as 1 crawded into the sleeping bag. 

I w^as w aked by a mouse scrabbling behind my pillow , w hich w as 
ni)' jacket and had a small piece of chocolate in its pocket. I yipped 
loud enough so that he never came back. The wind was roaring in the 
trees now', great gusts of iciness shook our bit of a cabin. Such a tiny 
box to shelter us in such an immensity of cold! 

Sleepily, I heard an animal on the roof. What could be that big? 
. . . Oh yes, it w'as Bill, in the bunk above. 

“Stop that jumping around upstairs!” I told him. When he moved, 
balsam needles rained dow'n on us through the pine poles. “Alice in 
mv hair,” he muttered. 

Our bunk was quite comfortable and the sleeping bags kept us warm. 
Bur icy arrows shot through cverv smallc.st chink. I had to wear m^' 
stocking cap, and Lee put on his hunting cap; against the faint glow 
from the stove his profile looked very alert. The balsam boughs were 
wonderfullv fragrant around us. 

In the middle of the night Bill suddenly bounced from his bunk. 



The fire had gone out. He lit the candle and Lee tried to look at his 
watch, which was frozen fast to the water pail and had to be pried off. 

“Two o’clock, and a fine frosty morning!” we told Bill. “Nothing 
like a few early morning exercises, my boy.” 

“Oh, it can’t be more than thirty below,” Bill said airily. “Don’t 
you want to get up? Don’t you want a good fresh drink of water?” 

The wind was fighting the trees to the death just outside. Every 
other minute it would scream like a banshee, and then a tree would 
crash do\\’n somewhere in the forest. “Thirty belo^^’,” I thought proudly, 
“and this is the worst wind yet. That makes it at least sixty below, but 
don’t tell Lee. I’m glad to report it’s sixty below and rapidly getting 
bclower. ...” I went to sleep. 

\^'’e woke to morning light, yellow and cold. Bill served us break- 
fast, if not in bed, at least on the bunk. Hot oatmeal with raisins, pan- 
cakes and bacon and coffee. Never a better breakfa.st. 

Then Bill started off on his trapping line; he would be gone all day, 
and then make the seven miles home after dark. We followed his trail 
a short time, and found evidence that he had aroused some spruce grouse 
from the snoy' where they’d been sleeping. The round holes from 
which they’d floMm, with their distinct wing marks on each .side, looked 
as if a flock of cherubs had just taken off. 

We started home about eleven. It was much colder than yesterday. 
The white channel between the woods was blurred with frost and the 
lake looked most formidable. Sheets of snow eddied into the pale air 
and ran along like active daytime ghosts. Our snowshoe tracks of yes- 
tcTda\' stood high above the surface, and shadows u^ere a queer bright 
j)urple. 

The wind at our backs pushed us along, but its bite cut through 
our heavy clothes and swept the frost along, knee-high, until we felt we 
were w^ading in an intangible river. After wc crossed the lake it was 
difficult to get up the cliff on our snowshoes, but, pulling ourselves up 
b)^ bushes, we made the top and took a deep, satisfied breath. The w orst 
was over. 

The walk home seemed far longer than yesterday’s, but we enjoyed 
it. The only time we grew really cold was w hen I decided we should 
stop for hot tea! Wc nearly froze getting that hot tea. Our sandwiches 
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were stiff with ice. My mittens were frozen, and while Lee tried to 
thaw them our my hands and feet got so numb I was really frightened. 

When we started out again I tore along the trail till I began, little 
by little, to grow warm again. Only my feet took a long time to come 
to life. 

But in spite of the intense cold— no, because of it, for it wus an 
adventurous feeling to pit oneself against it— we reveled in this world, 
freshly modeled by last night’s wind. All its contours were changed, 
fluffed and recurved and shining new. Even the shadows were full of 
life. From a spruce thicket we heard the sweet, clear notes of the 
pine grosbeak. This melody would be welcome at any time, but now, 
when the few noises heard are harsh or hollow, its loveliness is incredible, 
especially as the massive silence of winter intensifies every sound. 

Nothing else would have stopped me in my mad career, but we had 
to see that bird. We finally found him, the beauty, in a snowy spruce 
top. His feathers were as vivid a rosy red as if he were carved from 
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pure flame; his gray mate with a yellowish cap seemed much more a 
denizen of earth. 

When we reached home Butchie had come back from her trapping, 
and she gave us a beaver dinner. The strong meat has to be parboiled in 
two waters and cooked with sage and onions to moderate the strong 
flavor. This was the grown beaver, and the taste comes from the poplar 
bark it consumes; the young ones are tender, and the beaver tail and 
liver are accounted great delicacies. The meat we had was good, but 
not delicious as venison is. Venison we can eat day after day and not 
tire of it. 

Bill came in late tonight, rather disgruntled because he’d had a 
chance at a wolf and missed it. While he was kneeling on the ice get- 
ting a mink from a trap, he had a feeling that eyes were upon him. 
He turned slowly and there was a wolf standing over on the shore, star- 
ing at him. Evidently he didn’t recognize a man in the doubled-up 
position and was wondering what animal it was. Bill was so surprised 
that he made the mistake of grabbing his gun, instead of reaching for it 
gradually, and the wolf made off. 


December 2^d 

We decided to get ready for Christmas today; the Chippewa families 
are coming over for dinner. We brought the turkey in to thaw, and 
made cakes, and Bruce and I strung cranberries and popcorn for the 
tree. I haven’t done that since I was very small. 

At sunset Bruce and Lee and I started up the cliff trail to get a 
Christmas tree. It was a delight to have such thousands to select from, 
but almost impossible to choose among them. On a ridge we found a 
beauty, and I begged a tiny one besides. I’ve always wanted to have 
a Christmas tree for birds. Coming down, the spicy air and the great 
snowy landscape were so inspiriting that Lee and I surprised Bruce by 
bursting into carols. The lake was a giant mosaic in pastel colors as the 
sunset reflected on various surfaces. It was as if a rainbow had been 
shattered there. 

Since everyone will be in for their Christmas mail tomorrow, we 
decorated the tree tonight. All of us, that is, except Justine, who chose 
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this evening to skin Bill’s mink and weasel. She varies, from almost the 
“ugly little wench” Bill affectionately calls her, to vivid attractiveness; 
tonight she looked demure and charming, sitting by the birch fire with 
her horrid little ra%\' carcasses, which confronted me whenever I looked 
away from Christmas tinsel and lights. Patty ran around in a big straw 
hat and very little else, and Bruce was determined never to go to bed. 
“Don’t look at me, by any chance,” he told Bill. 


December 24th 

A delicious day, crisp but not cold, and I always love the day 
before Christmas better than Christmas itself. I put our birds’ Christmas 
tree outside the Mest windows on a tall stump and decorated it with 
jackpine cones dipped in melted suet, strings of popcorn and cran- 
berries, small bright apples, and birch-bark cornucopias filled with fat 
and sunflower seeds. A scarlet Christmas ornament shone on the tip. It 
looked very festive. 

Everyone for miles around came for the mail. Ahbutch came across 
the ice w ith her dogs, pulling a rowboat she had borrowed in the sum- 
mer. AVe decorated Ferdinand with a mammoth bow of scarlet oilcloth 
and dog-sled bells, w^hich he w ore with a quiet perplexity. 

When the Wilderness Express arrived it was spilling over wdth 
Indian boys, packages, and mail. A gorgeous toboggan was tied on 
top of the truck, skis and snowshoes were mixed with groceries. We 
had an orgy w ith letters and Christmas cards, but Justine confiscated 
all our packages. Don drove on to Saganaga, though everyone told him 
it w^as impossible to get through; the family there had to have their 
Christmas presents. 

After everyone left we ate a hasty supper, arranged the packages 
around the tree, and had Christmas eggnogs, while carols from radio 
archangels rang around us. It w^as a lovely Christmas Eve. 

As we w^ent home through the night, we saw^ Ferdinand curled in 
his little shed, w ith one puppy between his knees and another on his 
back, while the red bow still gleamed beneath his chin. 

Around our cabin, the aspens seemed to stretch heaven high. They 
had an unearthly dimension, like trees of legend in whose boughs hung 
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little golden worlds. I remembered that in The Heart of Nature, Sir 
Francis Younghusband suggests that there may be higher beings than 
ourselves on these sparkling stars, and “among those higher beings 
higher qualities than any we know of, or can conceive, may have 
emerged.” What fun to imagine, as I look at this still beauty about us, 
that the joy, the tenderness, and good will that we human beings feel 
most of all on this Eve, are only crude intimations of what may be 
experienced! 


Christmas Day 

It is thirty above! Scandalous! This isn’t the Christmas weather we 
are supposed to endure! 

After breakfast Bruce distributed the presents, glittering like the 
Christmas tree in his excitement. Later, the Indians arrived by dog team 
and Charlie Olsen came along. My family had sent Christmas crackers 
in our box of gifts, and everyone wore the gay paper caps. The Indians 
love any sort of fun and frolic. I wish I had a picture of old Charlie and 
Butchie’s mother in their carnival hats. 

Nettahwense is a wonderful old woman, with much character in 
her face. She is shy, but she has great poise. Justine says nobody else 
can make one feel as awkward as an Indian can. She told me, as we 
were getting dinner, of going over to ask Nettahwense what moss to use 
to chink this cabin. 

Of course neither one could talk to the other, but they made signs. 
Justine, however, could not understand, and finally Nettahwense was 
through. Then, try as Justine would to get her attention, she remained 
oblivious. To Nettahwense Justine simply wasn’t there. Justine finally 
had to give up in despair and slink off home. 

I liked listening to the Indians talking together. Chippewa holds the 
same place in Indian languages as French has held in European; it is 
the language of courtesy and grace. 

While we ate the turkey dinner, Charlie Olsen told us about his 
boyhood in Norway, herding cattle above the timberline. Patty, busy 
with the boxes of chocolates, paid no attention to the dinner or the toys. 
In the middle of the festivity Ferdinand stuck his head in the door, like 
a goblin spirit of Christmas. 
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December 27th 

We have been lucky in escaping the flu which has swept the North 
Shore, but now Justine and I have both caught colds. The Indians on 
this lake are very considerate; since they have learned from the Ker- 
foots that colds are contagious, they don’t come in when they have 
them and stay away when the Kerfoots do. However, one of the 
Chippewa boys who came up on the Wilderness Express the day be- 
fore Christmas was a stranger, and unfortunately it was he who had 
a cold. He also had a banjo and entertained us in the kitchen; I wish he’d 
serenaded us from outside! 

I’ve spent most of the day in bed, watching the birds at their 
Christmas tree. The whiskeyjacks and one blue jay came first, and gob- 
bled like mad. They have an exasperating charm! Then the hairy wood- 
peckers, in white plush and gleaming black. They are supposed to be 
solitary through the winter, but here the male and female came together. 
A timid downy came hesitantly now and then. Last of all, the chickadees 
flew in daintilv. One Hudsonian chickadee, with a reddish glint to his 
feathers and a bro^ n cap instead of a black one, sat in a little bower 
of cranberry and popcorn garlands. 

The hairy woodpeckers had a terrific struggle with the dangling 
suet, for there was nothing for them to hammer against. Finally the 
male flew beneath and grabbed it in his claws, clasping it to his breast, 
while his tail stuck straight up at right angles. Hold- 
ing it in a vise like that, he proceeded, upside down, 
to drill into it. 

I went to the cottage for dinner, to find Bruce 
in bed in disgrace. He had built a small bon- 
fire and thrown a puppy into it. “There are 
savage depths in all men”; my Bruce is no 
exception. Though I really think, aside 
from the day-after-Christmas mood, that it 
was a scientific experiment. Result, one 
puppy slightly singed and one 
small boy in bed. Quite unjustly, 
the small boy thinks; he is in a 
black sulk, and Patty runs in to 
pat him comfortingly. 




December 28th 

It’s snowing. Justine and I made snowflake molds all afternoon. 
I’d read last winter in Natural History that it was possible, but I could 
never ffct the chemicaJ-rhc polvvinyl formal resm in ethylene dichlonde. 
(You’d think that uould be easy to find!) Nou’ a museum friend has 
sent a small bottle, and wc’x e caught snowflakes all afternoon. 

I’yc felt far more thrilled than if u'C were catching mink or ermine. 
It is marvelous to gaze as long as we like at the intricate hcxagonals, 
instead of having them vanish in an instant. We kept running with espe- 
cially magnifleent trophies to Bill and Lee, who looked with mild in- 
terest but none of our ccstas}’. “O filigree petal,” Francis Thompson 
says, 

So purely, so palely, 

Tinily, surely. 

Mightily, frailly, 

Imculped and embossed. 

With His hammer of wind, 

And His graver of frost. 


December a^th 

I can never forget the utter clarity of tliesc winter dasvns. The com- 
plete stainlessness in the coloring of early morning is what affects me 
most deeply. What did I say, when the snow' first fell, about the mon- 
otony of white landscapes? 

These subtle colors have no richness, but a strange and deliberate 
pow'cr. The infinite gradations of faint rose, clear blue, or pale gold over 
the vast stretches of snow come from no frailty, but from a hidden 
strength such as a pearl has. The purity of line, too — how^ever fragile it 
may be, it is distinct and sure. These simplicities of curve and shadow' 
make me feel that they are preliminary sketches of a fresh earth made 
just before I came upon them. 

This morning the ice was a frail amber color, changing to soft 
grass-green in the shadow of the hills. The sky was made of trans- 
parent and delicate beryl, and the hills w'ere dusky dark. 

“Let’s go on an all-day trip with the dogs!” 

96 




Justine agreed to take us, and after breakfast we put up a lunch 
and harnessed the dogs. 

Egi went wild. His four feet were never on the ground, and his 
wild wail echoed far along the Gunflint shores. Swede, harnessed first, 
barked steadily from that moment until we started out. 

The dogs had not been driven since before Christmas, and they 
were rampant with joy. We started downhill with Bill at the head of 
the team, Lee holding Egi (the most distracted), and Justine pulling 
back on the sled handles. I was on the sled, slightly aghast. 

The dogs leaped down the hill— Lee could hardly keep his feet 
against Egi’s surges— and we bumped and jerked over the broken ice, 
onto the lake. There Bill left us, and we started out gaily. But Justine 
didn’t like the harness arrangement and stopped the team. Immediately 
Loppy and Whittles sprang at each other. 

Justine grabbed the lead dog, Lee seized the sled handles, stretching 
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out the team to keep the other dogs from joining the fight, while I 
scrambled off the sled. 

“Kick them apart,” Justine shouted. I hesitated. “Here, take Swede.” 
Justine had no club, but she yanked the dogs apart. Loppy flew in 
again and clamped his teeth at the root of Whittles’s tail. Whittles gave 
a scream of agony. 

Justine kicked and pulled at Loppy. To no avail; his jaws were like 
steel. Whittles, stretched on the ice, was writhing. Justine, getting a 
hold on Loppy’s windpipe, though that was almost impossible through 
his heavy hair, had to choke him nearly to death before he at last 
let go. 

Whittles lay as if dead, on his back with his paws limply curled. All 
his glorious beauty was gone. Justine got him up on his feet somehow, 
“He’s not seriously hurt, thank goodness. It’s mostly his pride— he 
couldn’t get his teeth in Loppy.” His hindquarters were red with blood, 
blood ran down his neck from a torn ear, I thought we’d take him 
home. But no, on \\'e went. 

Soon the dogs swung into their stride and ran along intoxicated 
with the shining morning. The little harness bells jingled gaily, and 
the furry shadows of the dogs, bright blue on the snow, seemed to 
jingle too. The lake stretched wide before us, broken by a big pressure 
ridge, where the ice, forced up by its expansion, had cracked and 
frozen again. It was like a great frozen breaker, five feet high in places, 
but we found a safe spot to cross and sped on. 

We came at last to pine knolls with a bay back between them. We tied 
the dogs in a cedar sw amp and climbed a high dome, up through deep 
drifts between spruces. Here we had a magnificent view up and dow'n 
the blue ice and white snow'. 

Across the snow w'e saw wolf tracks, many of them, and also the 
track of another dog team; some Indians had come back from Port 
Arthur. On the cliff itself were fox tracks. This cliff is one of the vantage 
points from which the foxes w'atch our odd activities, 

Dow'n in the bay, w'c took the dogs around a peninsula. Here was a 
comfortable place for luncheon, under thick balsams. We broke boughs 
for seats and built our campfire, I had forgotten the cups, so Justine made 
birch-bark ones as the Indians make baskets— folded like a box, with 
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sticks split like clothespins to hold the corners tight. AVe melted .snow 
for tea and toasted sandwiches. 

Since Lee wanted to make some sketches of the rocks here, he said he 
would w alk home after they were done. Justine and I started back with 
the dogs. 

Wc faced the wind now. 1 grew' cold and trotted with the dogs. The 
clear ice w'as as slippery as a fish, and the dogs skidded and spread-eagled. 
Whittles tired, and Swxde wore himself out dragging him along. 

Justine let Swede run free, putting Egi in as lead. Egi was consci- 
entious, but he had no particular pride in his promotion. Whittles was 
w heel dog now% and w hen he lost his footing and got tangled in the 
harness he collapsed and let the other dogs slide him along, on his feet or 
on his side, he simply didn’t care. 

Though Justine scolded and switched him, it had no effect. Then 
I interfered, which one should never do; I sympathized. “Poor Whittles,” 
I said, “You are having a tough day, old boy.” At the affection in 
my voice, he practically burst into tears and tried to climb up on the 
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sled with me. He didn’t want to be big and strong and tough; he wanted 
with all his heart to be a lap dog. 


December ^ist 

A gray and misty morning, rather nice after all our clear days. 

Bruce and I went on our trap line. We found our first victim, a dead 
rabbit in a snare, frozen too stiff to look pitiful. Bruce seized him in 
triumph and ran off home. **You take a short cut and I II take a long 
cut,” he said. “I’ll meet you at the wolf snare.” Having caught a rabbit, 
he was sme we’d catch a wolf. 

We went to the beaver pond too, where Bill had set a mink trap. 
The pond was a small circle of flawless white, ringed by steep hills. 
The black pines and spruces were veiled in frost and the birches and 
aspens were blooming with ethereal, gauzy flowers, of such fragility 
that apple or cherry trees would seem blatant and gaudy in comparison. 
The cliff behind them was white instead of black, shining like old silver, 
so beautiful I kept catching my breath. A steep, slanting line from the 
tattered spruces near us up to the high cliff was more ravishing than any 
curve, and the shore, where the level whiteness broke up into frosty 
tangles of slim branches, was like silence broken by faint music. There 
was no color anywhere, no hint of color. It was all a silvery monotone. 

Bruce couldn’t get me to pay any attention to the traps; he was 
quite impatient at my daydreaming. 


New Year's Day 

Last night was New Year’s Eve, and so after the children were 
asleep we took to drink and gambling. We played all the games the 
family sent for Christmas (to aid us in our solitary confinement)— 
parchesi, lotto, anagrams, checkers— we played them all at a nickel a 
game, reveling in Cuba fibres and Christmas cookies, and listening to 
night-club music from New York and Chicago and Port Arthur. 

Suddenly, at a quarter of twelve, Justine and I thought of driving in 
the car across the lake to serenade the trapper and his wife. “Ortainly,” 
said our husbands, “if the car will start.” They thought they were per- 
fectly safe, but we had a minor miracle— the car started like a lamb, 
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and at midnight we were out on the international boundary, making 
an attack on Canada, firing pistols, jingling dog-sled bells, clashing 
tin cups for cymbals, with a hundred feet of water and sixteen inches 
of ice under our wheels. 

The Ambroses had just turned in, but they turned out again, and 
we sat by their blazing fire and had cafe royale. It was a delightful 
new year. 

And this morning, Bruce, the cunning scamp, brought us all coffee 
in bed. He got up, built the kitchen fire, and brought coffee to Justine 
and Bill. We were still asleep when we heard the call, “Knock, knock,” 
with ^vhich he usually announces himself, and when Lee got up to see 
why he was about, he came staggering in, put his huge tray on the 
chair by my bed, and poured my coffee for me. 


January 6th 

Lee and I took a morning w alk across the lake. We always like to 
head row'ard Canada; it has a strong allurement for us. It is so rich 
and fortunate in the wilderness the United States has for the most 
part lost that it is an inspiring feeling just to face toward it. As Lee 
says buoyantly, “only three railroads and one motor road between us 
and the Arctic Circle!” 

On the lake the ice w^as so beguiling that we made slow progress 
across it. Most of the skim of snow had blown away. Almost always 
the lakes arc snow-coyered, and in any case the surface is roughened 
and opaque. But this year it is clear black glass. 

Today there were deep fissures all through it, sharp severances of 
white crystal splintered through the black— slanting, jagged, with tri- 
angles or stars. No crack stopped short at any other, apparently be- 
cause the ice has an ability to w^eld itself completely after a break. 

We found cracks that seemed to have been twisted, ropes of crys- 
tal with gauzy leaves swung out, networks of silver, garlands with 
crystal pendants. How I should like to know how these effects arc 
achieved. It is unbelievable to find them in this black, solidified water! 
There were showers of tiny raindrops held suspended in the ice, and 
curved, milk-white shells. It looked perilous to w'alk on, all this capri- 
cious fancy, vet it w'as solid strength. 
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Sometimes in the spring thaw the ice, instead of becoming thinner, 
separates into long rods, with spaces between them. It is as thick as ever, 
but no longer a solid mass; it is honeycombed. Sometimes the rods are 
joined only by a thin skim of surface ice, vv'hich naturally is far too 
fragile to hold any weight. If you get on such a place you lie flat 
and try to squirm along. 

We have heard many stories of cars breaking through the ice 
in spring. One couple, with their brother, stopped a truck in front 
of their cabin, and the ice broke. The brother jumped to safety, but the 
couple were caught in the cab. The brother telephoned a neighbor 
that his companions had drowned; then he changed to warm, dry 
clothes. When help came, they found the husband in the freezing water 
clinging to the ice and holding his wife, who was unconscious by that 
time. They had escaped from the cab, but they couldn’t climb up on 
the ice unaided. I don’t know whether to laugh or cry at the brother’s 
subsequent predicament. 

Lee has cut a huge block from a fallen white pine, up on the 
ski trail, to use in carving his deer head. Egi goes with him to haul; 
Egi is our favorite of all the sled dogs. Tonight Lee asked Bill why Egi 
always looks back as he goes downhill. To be sure Lee is coming? “No,” 
said Bill, “to see if the sled will hit his legs. Pete, the smartest wheel 
dog we ever had, knew a good trick. When the sled threatened him, 
he would get his hind feet up on the bumper and run like hell on his 
front legs!” 


January loth 

Lee has just found that he must be in New York the first of Feb- 
ruary. I thought when we came that I should be ready to leave after 
the holidays, but now I want the whole winter. I remembered today 
that I’d planned to go into Duluth off and on during our stay! I’ve 
never even thought of it since we’ve been here. 

When Bruce and I went to the fishing holes today the wind was as 
ferocious as ever. I hacked away with the ice chisel, and Bruce hacked, 
and we both greM^ very irritable. We really had words. “You’re a slow 
poke,” said Bruce, “I’m a jast poke!” His standards are derived from 
Justine, who is as strong as a small pile driver, and he looked with pro- 
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found contempt at my industrious chipping. Finally I lay down on the 
ice to recover, and he left me flat. I realized suddenly that I didn’t have 
to fish. I went to see Bill who had ju.st started to cut ice. 

The harvesting of ice all over this north country is a new thing 
to me. Bill says they have never had such beautifully clear ice, without 
snow or slush. He had just cut a square to see how thick it was— fifteen 
inches here— and laid down his saw to explain his procedure. There was 
a swish, and no saw. “She’s gone,” he said, and v'ent on explaining his 
methods. I love Bill’s imperturbability. 

We strolled over and looked down the hole. Black water. Ice walls 
in a gold square. No saw. He had another, how'cver, and soon great 
blocks of transparent aquamarine were standing on the shore. We all 
helped in the harvest, Bruce working me so hard that I was wet with 
perspiration. “Now you’re loggin’!” he encouraged me, imitating Justine 
with the dogs! 

Late in the afternoon I put on my snowshoes and walked down 
the road. A chickadee lured me down through snowy windfalls, where 
I tripped and fell flat in a drift. I didn’t pick myself up; I lay in the snow 
and looked dreamily up through the green pine needles to the gray 
clouds racing by. I was once sure I could never enjoy winter because 
I could not lie still and look up into the sky! 

Small aspens stood near. Gentle and tremulous as these trees look, 
they are intrepid explorers, ranging to the very edge of the treeless 
zone. I put out a hand to a slim trunk, and it felt as responsive to my 
fingers as the hand of a friend. I feel the life in trees now as I do the 
zest in animals and birds; it does not seem lessened by winter. I am 
sure that now I could never feel lonely in a forest. 

I might have stayed horizontal for a long time if the chickadee had 
not been so concerned; I had to get up to relieve his mind. 

I went home bv the lake, which cracked and groaned under me 
till it seemed there must be a savage tribe beneath the icc, whooping 
and struggling and beating on war drums. The noises arc astounding, 
especially a loud Uhh! which sounds as if someone just under the ice is 
using all his strength to break through. I must ask Butchie if the Indians 
have any legends about these noises. 

Then I found I was pursued by snowsnakes, vTiggling along the 
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white lake. Marjorie Edgar, who has done much research on this species, 
reports that it is certain death to meet the large ones face to face; you 
freeze solid as they wind themselves around you. But these smaller ones 
didn’t even snap at my toes. However, they must have been “taking in 
snow through their mouths and blowing it out through a hole in their 
heads,” for they looked remarkably misty. There were no pale blue 
ones, and of course, since w'e are near Canada, these may have been the 
snow wassets, which come out after snowstorms and attack only loggers. 

When I came home I asked Bruce if he thought we could trap them 
or snare a bog hop, which is a mixture of beaver and moose. The head, 
only as large as a beaver’s, but with horns like those of a moose, would 
be a priceless trophy for our small apartment. But Bruce did not re- 
spond. He does not approve of such talk, any more than he does of 
m\' nonsense verses. 


January i8th 

Lee made me wake up early and stagger, more than half asleep, out- 
doors to see the moon with a star just beside it, like a Madonna and 
Child. It was a most exquisite portrayal, she gentle and slightly worn, 
the baby new and sparkling. 

As Bill found he could get through to Saganaga and had to see a 
neighbor there, we rook the drive with him, and after the errand he 
took us on a tour of the lake. 

Ice ridges broke the white levels of the lake, and the beautiful gray- 
violet distances were blurred by blowing snow particles. The pines 
M ere darkly shadowed. Far to the east Bill saw two deer, a doe and 
fawn, standing on the ice. As we came closer, they began to run, occa- 
sionally taking great floating leaps over the ice. Just for the fun of romp- 
ing, it seemed. We almost headed them off, but they escaped and crossed 
to the next island, the fawn bounding up the icy rocks and over wind- 
falls in gay, thistledown leaps. 

Bill was jubilant. “We so seldom see deer on the lakes like this in 
midwinter,” he said. “I’d been hoping we might find one!” Then around 
a point we discovered another pair. 

We drove parallel to them until they reached the shore and ran into 
the pines. One winter the Kerfoots drove parallel to a wolf on Gun- 
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flint Lake, and Justine kept pace with his swift run, which seemed 
to be in slow motion since ^\■olf and car were going at equal speed 
until in her preoccupation she ran into a snowbank and almost over- 
turned. Both Justine and Bill like to make experiments with more audac- 
itv^ than is common, and it is interesting to find that on many of their 
winter trips Ahbutch has been the conservative element, the brake that 
has stopped them on the edge of danger. 

Between two points we saw seven ravens walking sedately on the 
ice and, driving up, we came upon a dead deer. The men got out 
and found the tracks of one huge wolf and several smaller ones. They 
had run along the shore; the big one had gone out and hamstrung the 
deer, and the others had closed in. 

A little later five deer crossed before us from one island to another. 
A big buck waited on the silvery ice, with his head lifted high, while 
the other deer made off into the shadow of the trees. He was a splendid 
sight, even though he had dropped his horns. When the others were in 
the w oods he leaped magnificently up the shore. 

We drove on between islands. The lakes are used as winter roads, 
for travel by snowshoes or dog teams, but it is only rarely that they arc 
clear of drifts so that cars can be driven freely all over them. Then, for 
a brief time, there is a vast and liberating extension of the very few 
roads in this country, and car tracks are found in surprising places. 

We came to car tracks that led through a narrow channel. “We’ve 
never been able to drive through here before,” Bill said. “It’s certainly 
surprising how you can go everywhere this year!” 
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We were looking at the vistas opening out ahead of us when Bill 
suddenly swerved the car to the left and shot up on the shore, to stop 
abruptly. 

Black holes of water glittered through the white ice, just where we 
had been about to drive. The tracks we had been following continued 
on beyond the splintered places. The current had eaten away the ice 
since the last car had passed by. ^Vc never had a narrower escape. 

But it had happened so quickly there \\ as no time to be frightened. 
“It just proves you can never trust ice,” Bill said. 

The men got out and dragged dead spruce across our tracks, in 
case another car came along. “Well,” said Bill, “we’ll go home, but 
first I’ll show you the grave of a little Indian bov who fell from a cliff. 
They buried him on that island.” 

We drove to the pine-pillared island with a crescent sand beach. 
Landing, wc walked up a peaceful trail betw een pines to a level space 
on the hill. There was the little grave, surrounded by tall Norways. It 
was carefull)' covered with boards, and at its head a small cupboard 
had on its open shelves the child’s playthings. His treasures— a knife, a 
cup, dice, a broken comb, an aspirin box, a little china dog. And in front 
of the grave w'as a small circle of stones for his campfire. 



January igth 

Today we finished harvesting the ice, dragging it to shore and up 
an improvised slide to the icehouse. That is a chunky little building, and 
with its high window, where Bruce was perched outside on the saw- 
dust pile, the spruce branches drooping beyond him, it made a charm- 
ing pictiure. Justine worked inside the house, swinging the big blocks 
in as if she were Hercules himself. 

At four wc all went up to the cottage for coffee. It was a clear, gay 
afternoon, and suddenly we decided to have a farewell party for the 
Jaques, taking our supper up the ski trail. 

When the men went back to the ice, Justine and I got the supper 
together and went out to start the campfire. Down the road wc met 
a car, and at the sight of Justine’s red hunting cap, my red hood, and 
Pat’s red bonnet bobbing in the tikinagan on my back, the driver drove 
straight into the ditch! 

The car held a bride and groom who had thought the end of this 
trail was the deepest wilderness, and here they found us starting on a 
picnic to get away from domesticity! After they escaped from the ditch, 
to a chorus of howling dogs, they took us to the hilltop from which we 
took the ski trail. 

We found tracks where Lee and Egi had turned off into dense 
forest. Here we discovered an immense uprooted pine, with a chunk 
chopped from its trunk, and a huge pile of fresh chips. 

We built a fire, and when Bill and Lee appeared, we melted snow for 
coffee and started the venison stew. I went after balsam, and as I 
came toward the fire through the dark I was really impressed. The 
scene might have been three hundred years ago. 

The fallen pine with snowdrifts deep about it lay in a tangle of 
black spruce. Flames leaped high into the night, and faces were ruddy 
in the bright firelight. Patty in her tikinagan screamed with hunger under 
a misty moon. 

But after supper she suddenly became a tikinagan angel. She lay back 
and looked at the flames and cooed like any dove. We built up the 
fire and sat around it talking lazily. What you say doesn’t matter around 
a campfire in the dark; it is the fact of companionship which is precious, 
as the small bright circle of firelight challenges the whole black night. 
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After we came home Lee had some letters to answer, and I went out 
into the moonlight again. I walked along the shore and sat in a niche of 
rocks for a long time. It was clear and mild and still. The hills were 
pure white, with canopies of black foliage, and I could see blurry, furry 
shadows that were snowshoe rabbits skim across the barred slopes. 

The ice boomed and muttered under my feet; above the trees was 
a sky of greenish blue, a frail and transparent peacock color. Up on the 
ledge above me small things were awake and about, for there were little 
squeaks and cries. Mice, perhaps, or shrews. Far above us all the wind 
blew in the pines. 

How my joy in the earth has been heiglitened by this winter! It is 
a great prize— a whole quarter of a year gained. Spring and summer and 
autumn I have never failed to revel in, but winter I endured; now I 
embrace that season too. And it is a joy with a different character and 
power, which awakens new responses in me. 

I had grown so shaken with horror at the maelstrom of cruelty and 
anguish spread throughout the world that I had felt I could never find a 
secure footing again. Through these forest days the transition that has 
taken place, from tense despair to a peace that is not passive, but an active 
release of spirit, seems a wonder and a miracle to me. All the more be- 
cause it has not come from conscious thought, but from another level, 
a deeper and more mysterious power. 

I felt such happiness. This great country in its midnight silver, and I 
a part of it. I was out with the deer and the foxes and wolves, which we 
never see, but whose trails will be past our shore in the morning. Up the 
hill the partridges were asleep, and in little dens woodchucks curled 
snugly for the winter; great powerful fish swam under the ice beneath 
me. 

“Home is where the heart is.” Then this is home— all these hundreds 
of miles of solitude and silver. 


January 21st 

Our last day in the north woods! I long to stay till spring; perhaps 
some day we shall see its coming. 

There arc too many people to whom we hate to say good-by; Lee 
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and I have escaped for a last waik. The country fascinates us as keenly as 
it did the first day of our arrival. 

It is snov’ing today. The scent of snow is manifest. 7 he spruce arc 
powdered deep, the soft plumes of the great white pines arc overlaid 
with films of silver. White flakes tumble thick and fast, brushing against 
mv face like evanescent butterflies. 

All the peace that this country has given us comes showering down 
around us in this heavy snowfall. Our departure, in this mood, is beauti- 
ful to me. Without a pang I see the myriad footprints, which we have 
made along our shore and in the ice-held forest, vanish beneath the drift- 
ing snowflakes. 


no 
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